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PREFACE. 



The indulgent reception given to her little book 
of Our Village has encouraged the Author to ex- 
tend her work By putting forth a second volume 
on a similar plan; consisting like the first of slight 
and simple delineations of country manners, 
blended with a few sketches drawn from a some- 
what higher rank of society. 

It is right also to say that of this^ as of the 
former seriesj a part has already appeared in some 
of the most respectable periodical publications of 
the day:^ 
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A WALK THROUGH THE VILLAGE- 



When I had the honour about two years ago of pre- 
senting our little Village to that multiform and most 
courteous personage the Public, I hinted I think that 
it had a trick of standing still, of remaining stationary, 
unchanged and unimproved in tliis most changeable and 
improving world. This habit^ whether good or evil, it 
has retained so pertinaciously, that except that it is two 
years older, I cannot point out a single alteration which 
has occurred in our street, I was on the point of pay* 
ing the inhabitants the same equivocal compliment — 
and really I almost may — for, setting aside the inevita- 
ble growth of the younger members of our community, 
and a few more gray hairs and wrinkles amongst the 
elder, I see little change. We are the same people, the 
same generation, neither richer, norwiser^ nor better, 
nor wcHTse. Some, to be sure, have migrated ; and .one 

or two have died ; and some^ But we had better step 

out into the village and look about us. 

t It is a pleasant lively scene this May morning, with 
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^ A WALK THROUGII THE VILLAGE. 

the sun shining so gayly on the irregular rustic dwell- 
ings, intermixed with their pretty gardens ; a cart and 
a waggon watering (it would be more correct, perhaps, 
to say beering) at the Rose ; Dame Wheeler, with her 
basket and her brown loaf, just coming from the bake- 
house ; the nymph of the shoe-shop feeding a lai^ fa- 
mily of goslings at the open door — they are very late 
this year, those noisy little geese ; two or three women 
in high gossip dawdling up the street ; Charles North 
the gardener, with his blue apron and a ladder on his 
shoulder walking rapidly by; a cow and a donkey 
browsing the grass by the way-side ; my white grey- 
hound, May-flower, sitting majestically in front of her 
own stable ; and ducks, chickens, pigs, and children, 
scattered over all. 

' A pretty scene ! — rather more lopping of trees, in- 
deed, and clipping of hedges, along the high road, than 
one quite admires; but then that identical turnpike- 
road, my ancient despair, is now so perfect and so beau- 
tiful a specimen of Macadamization, that one even learns 
to like tree-lopping and hedge-clipping for the sake of 
such smooth ways. It is simply the best road in Eng- 
kind, so says our surveyor, and so say I. The three miles 

between us and ti are like a bowling-green.^ By 

the way I ought perhaps to mention, as something like 
change in our outward position, that this little hamlet of 
ours is much nearer to t!>at illvistrious and worshipful 
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A WALK THROUGH THE VILLAOE. 3 

town than it used to be. Not that our quiet street hath 
been guilty of the unbecoming firiskiness of skipping 
from place to place^ but that our ancient neighbour, 
whose suburbs are sprouting forth in all directions, bath 
made a particularly strong shoot towards us, and threat- 
ens some day or other to pay us a visit bodily. The 
good town has already pushed the turnpike-gate half a 
mile nearer to us, and is in a fair way to overleap that 
boundary and build on, till the buildings join ours, as 
London has done by Hampstead or Kensmgton. What 
a strange figure our rude and rustical habitations would 
cut ranged by the side of some staring red row of newly- 
erected houses, each as like the other as two drops of 
water, with courts before and behind, a row of poplars 
opposite, and a fine new name. How different we should 
look in our countless variety of nooks and angles, our 
gardens, and arbours, and lime-trees, and pond ! But 
this union of town and country will hardly happen in my 

time, let B enlarge as it may. We shall certainly 

lend no assistance, for our boundaries still continue ex- 
actly the same. 

The first cottage—* Ah ! here is the post-cart coming 
up the road at its most respectable rumble, that cart, 
or rath^ caravan, which so much resembles a house 
upon wheels, or a show of the nnaller kind at a country 
fair. It is now crammed fuU of passengers, the driver 
just protruding his head and hands out of the vehicle, 
b2 
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4 A WALK THROUGH THE VILLAGE. 

and the sharp clever boy, who in the occasional absence 
of his father officiates as deputy, perched like a monkey 
on the roof. " Any letters to day ?" And that ques- 
tion, always so interesting, being unsatisfactorily an- 
swered, I am at leisure to retmn to our survey. The 
first cottage is that erst inhabited by Mr. and Mrs. H. 
the retired publican and his good wife* They are gone ; 
I always thought we were too quiet for them ; and his 
eyes being quite recovered, he felt the weariness of idle- 
ness .more than ever. So they returned to W., where 
he has taken a comfortable lodging next door to their 
old and well-frequented Inn, the Pie and Parrot, where 
he has the pleasure every evening of reading the news- 
paper, and abusing the ministers amongst his old cus- 
tomers, himself a customer ; as well as of lending his 
willing aid in waiting and entertaining on fair-days and 
market-days, at pink-feasts and melon-feasts, to the 
great solace of mine host, and the no small perplexity 
of the guests, who, puzzled between the old landlord 
and the new, hardly know to whom to pay their reck- 
oning, or which to call to account for a bad tap ; — a 
mistake, which our sometime neighbour, happier than 
he has been since he left the Bar, particularly enjoys. 
His successor here is an industrious person, by calling a 
seedsman, as may be collected by tke heaps of pea and 
bean seed, clover and vetches piled tier above tier against 
the window. 
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A WALK THROUGH THE VILLAGE. 5 

The little white cottage down the lane which standft 
80 prettily, backed by a tall elm wood, has also lost its 
fair inmate, Sally Wheeler ; who finding that Joel con^ 
tinned constant to our pretty Harriet, and was quite 
out of hope, was suddenly forsaken by the fit of duti- 
fulness which brought her to keep her deaf grandmother 
company, and returned to service. Dame Wheeler has 
however a companion, in a widow of her own standing, 
appointed by the parish to live with and take care of 
her. A nice tidy old woman is dame Shearman ; — pity 
that she looks so frumpish ! — her face seems fixed in 
one perpetual scold. It was not so when she lived with 
her sister on the Lea, then she was a light-hearted 
merry chatterer, whose tongue ran all day long — and 
that's the reason of her cross look now ! Mrs. Wheeler 
is as deaf as a post, and poor Mrs. Shearman is pining 
of a suppression of speech. Fancy what it is for a 
woman, especially a talking woman, to live without a 
listener ! forced either to hold her peace, or when that 
becomes impossible, to talk to one to whose sense words 
are as air ! La Trappe is nothing to this tantalization ; 
— ^besides the Trappists were men. No wonder that 
poor Dame Shearman looks cross. 

The Blacksmith's ! — no change in that quarter; ex- 
cept a most astonishing growth amongst the children. 
George looks quite a man, and Betsy, who was just like 
a blue-eyed doll, with her fiaxen curls, and her apple- 
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6 A WALK THROUGH TH£ VTLLAOE. 

blossom complexion, the prettiest fairy that ever was 
seen, now walks up to school every morning with her 
work-bag and her spellmg-book, and is really a great 
girl. They are a fine family from the eldest to the 
youngest. 

The Shoemaker's!— not much to talk of there; no 
funeral! — and (which disappoints my prediction) no 
wedding ! My pretty neighbour has not yet made her 
choice. She does wisely to look about her. A belle 
and an heiress — I dare say she'll have a hundred pounds 
to her portion — and still in her teens, has some right to 
be nice. Besides, what would all the mamas, whose 
babies she nurses, and all the children whom &he spoils, 
do without her? No sparing the Shoemaker*!^ fair 
daughter ! She must not marry yet these half dozen 
years ! 

The shop ! — all prosperous, tranquil, and driving ; 
another little one coming ; an idle apprentice tun away, 
— ^more of him anon ; — ^and a civil journeyman hired in 
his room. An excellent exchange! Jesse is a very 
agreeable person. He is the politician of the village 
since we have lost Mr. H., and as he goes every day into 

B in his paper cap to carry our country bread, he 

is sure to bring home the latest intelligence of all sorts, 
especially of canvassing and electioneering. Jesse has 
the most complete collection of squibs in the country, 
and piques himself on his skill in detecting the writers. 
13 
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A WALK THROUGH THB VILLAGE. 7 

He will bestow as many guesses, and bring forward as 
many proofs on occasion of a hand-bill signed *^ Fair- 
Play," or a song subscribed *' Triie-Blue," as ever were 
given to that abidii^ riddle, the authorship of Junius — 
and very likely come as near the maik. 

Ah, the dear home ! A runaway there too ! I may 
as well tell the story now, alAough very sorry to have 
to record so sad an act of delinquency of my clients the 
boys, as an elopement from our own premises. 

Henry Hamilton — that ever a parish boy, offspring of 
a tailor and a cook-maid, should have an appellation so 
fitted to the hero of a romance ! Henry Hamilton had 
lived with us for three years and upwards as man of all 
work, part waterer of my geraniums, sole feeder of May, 
the general favourite and factotum of the family. Being ' 
an orphan with no home but the workhouse, no friend 
bift the overseer, at whose recommendation he was en* 
gs^ed, he seemed to belong to us in an especial man- 
ner, to have a more than common claim on protection 
and kindness. Henry was just the boy to discover and 
improve this feeling ; — quick, clever, capable, subtle, 
and supple ; exceedingly agreeable in manner, and plea- 
sant in appearance. He had a light pliant form, with 
graceful delicate limbs like a native Indian ; a dark but 
el^ant countenance sparkling with expression ; and a 
remarkable variety and versatility of talent Nothing 
came amiss to him. In one week he hs^th been car- 
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penter^ blacksmith, painter, tinker, glazier, tailof, 
cobbler, and wheelwright. These were but a few of 
his multifarious accomplishments ; he would beat Har- 
riet at needle-work, and me in gardening. All the 
parish was in the habit of applying to him on emer- 
gency, and I never knew him decline a job in my life. 
He hath mended a straw bonnet and a smoke-jack, 
cleaned a clock, constructed a donkey-cart, and dressed 
a doll. 

With all these endowments, Henry was scarcely so 
good a servant as a duller boy. Besides that he under- 
took so many things that full half of them were of ne- 
cessity left unfinished, he was generally to seek when 
wanted, and after sending a hue and cry round the 
neighbourhood, would be discovered at the blacksmith's 
or the collar-maker's, intently occupied on some devices 
of his own. Then he had been praised for invention, 
till he thought it necessary to display that brilliant qua- 
lity on all occasions^ by which means we, who are ex- 
ceedingly simple, oldfashioned, matter-of-fact people, 
were constantly posed by new-fangled novelties, which 
nobody but the artist could use, or quips and quiddities 
of no use whatever. Thus we had fastenings for boxes, 
that would not open, and latches for gates that refused 
to shut, bellows of a new construction that no mortal 
could blow, and traps that caught fingers instead of 
rats ; May was nearly choked by an improved slip, and 
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A WALK THROUGH . THE VILLAGE. 9 

my white Cammelia killed outright by an infallible wash 
for insects. . , 

Notwithstanding these mishaps, we all liked Henry ; 
his master liked his sportsmanship, his skill and bold- 
ness in riding, and the zeal with which he would main- ,,1 
tain the hoiiour of his own dogs right or wrong ; his 
mistress liked his civility and good humour; Harriet 
felt the value of his alert assistance ; and I had a real 
respect for his resource. In the village he was less a 
favourite ; he looked down on the other boys, and the 
men, although amused by his cleverness, looked down 
upon him. 

At last he unfortunately met with a friend of his own 
age in a clever apprentice, who arrived at our neighbour 

the baker's from the good town of B . This youngster, 

" for shortness called" Bill, was a thorough town boy, 
you might see. at a glance that he had been bred in the 
streets. He was a bold sturdy lad, with a look com- 
pounded of great impudence and a little slyness, and 
manners altogether characterised by the former of these 
amiable qualities. His voice was a shout, his walk a 
swagger, and his knock at the door a bounce that threat-, 
ened to bring the house about our ears. The very first 
time that I saw him he was standing before our court 
with a switch in his hand, with which he was alternately 
menacing May, who, nothing daunted, returned his at- 
tack by an incessant bark, and demolishing a superb 
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10 A WALK THROUGH THB VILLAGE. 

crown imperial. Never was a more complete mauvois 
sujet. 

This audacious urchin most unfortunately took a 
great fancy to Henry, which Henry, caught by the 
dashing assurance of his manner, most unluckily re- 
turned. They became friends after the fashion of Ores- 
tes and PyladeSy or Damon and Pythias, fought for 
each other, lied for each other, and, finally, rian away 
with each other. The reason for Bill's evasion was ma- 
nifest, his conduct having been such that his master 
bad been compelled to threaten him with Bridewell and 
the tread-mill ; but why Henry, who,^ althou^ his in- 
vention had. latterly taken a decided bent towards that 
branch of ingenuity called mischief, might still have 
walked quietly out of the street door with a good cha- 
racter in his pocket, should choose to elope from the 
garret window, is best known to himself. Off they set 
upward— that is to say Londonward, the common des- 
tination of your country youths who sally forth to try 
their fortune. Forth they set, and in about a week 
they were followed by a third runaway, a quiet simple 
Hiodest-looking lad, a sort of hanger-on to the other 
two, and an apprentice to our worthy neighbour the 
carpenter. Poor Ned ! we were sorry for him ; he was 
of some promise as a cricketer — (by the way, Bill never 
went near the ground, which I always thought a bad 
sign ;) — Ned would really have made a good cricketer, 
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not a brilliant hitter, but an excellent stopper of the 
ball ; one of your safe steady players, whom there is no 
putting out. Nobody ever dreamt of his runtiing away. 
We all knew that he was a little idle, and that he 
was a sort of follower of Bill's — 'But Ned to decamp! 
He Btiust have gone out of pure imitation, just as geese 
waddle into a pond in single file, or as one sheep or pig 
will follow another through a gap in the hedge ; — sheer 
imitation ! A notable example of the harm that one 
town-bred youth will work in a country Tillage ! Go he 
did, and back he is come, poor fellow ! thin as a her- 
ring, and ragged as a colt, a mere moral to tag a tale 
withal. He has not had a day*s work since he left his 
good master, nor, to judge from his looks, a sufficient 
meal. His account of the other two worthies is just 
what I expected. Henry, after many ups and downs^ 
(during one of which he was within half an inch of 
being a soldier, that is to say, he did enlist, and wanted 
only that much of the standard,) is now in a good place, 
and likely to do well. Hk^dus Achates, Bill, has dis- 
appeared from Londpn as he did from the country. No 
one knows what is become of him. For my own part, 
I never looked for any good from a lad, who, to say no- 
thing of his graver iniquities, kept away from the cricket 
ground, thrashed my flowers, and tried to thrash May. 

The flourishing and well-accustomed Rose Inn has 
lost its comely mistress, a harmless, blameless, kindly- 
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tempered woman, with a pleasant dinile and a gentle 
voice, who withered suddenly in the very strength and 
pride of womanhood, and died lamented by high and 
low. She is succeeded in the management of that re- 
spectable hostelry by two light-footed and light-hearted 
lasses of twelve and thirteen, who skip about after their 
good bustling father with an officious civility that the 
guests find irresistible, and conduct the housekeeping 
with a frugality and forethought beyond their years. 

The white house, with the limes in front, has also 
lost, though not by death, our good vicar and his charm- 
ing family. They have taken possession of their own 
pretty dwelling ; and their removal has given me an 
opportunity of becoming intimately acquainted with all 
the crooks and tiimings, the gates, ponds, and pollards, 
of the vicarage lane ; — a walk which on that event I 
suddenly discovered to be one of the prettiest in the 
neighbourhood. 

Ah i here is Lizzy half leaning half riding on the gate 
of her own court, looking very demure, and yet quite 
ripe for a frolic. Lizzy has in some measure outgrown 
her beauty ; which desirable possession does very often 
run away from a young lady at six years old, and come 
back again at twelve. I think that such will be the case 
here. She is still a very nice little girl, quick, clever, 
active and useful ; goes to school ; cooks upon occasion 
her father's dinner ; and is beyond all comparison the 
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handiest little waiting woman in the parish. She is 
waiting now to speak to her pfaymate and companion 
the wheelwright's daughter, who with all her mother*s 
attentive politeness is running down the street with an 
umbrella and her clogs, to fence their lodger, Mrs. Hay, 
from the ill effects of a summer shower. I think that 
we have had about a dozen drops of rain, and where 
they came from no mortal can guess, for there is not a 
cloud in the sky; but there goes little Mary with a 
grave civility, a curtsying earnestness that would be quite 
amusing in so young a child, if the feeling that dictated 
the attention were not so good and so lieal, and the ob- 
ject so respectable. 

Mrs. Hay is a widow, a slight delicate elderly per* 
son, in a well-preserved black silk gown, a neat quiet 
bonnet never in fashion, nor ever wholly out, snow-white 
stockings, and a handsome gray shawl — her invariable 
walking costume* She makes no visits ; cultivates no 
acquaintance ; and seldom leaves her neat quiet room 
except to glide into church on a Sunday^ and to take a 
short walk on some fine spring morning. No one knows 
precisely what Mrs. Ha/s station has been, but every 
body feels that she is an object of interest and respect* 

Now up the hill ! past the white cotta[ge of the little 
mason, whiter than ever, for it has just been beautified ; 
past the darker but still prettier dwelling of the lieu- 
tenant, mantled with sweet-briar and honeysuckles, and 
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fruit trees of all sorts ; one turn to look at the land- 
scape so glowingly bright and green, with its affl^^nce 
of wood dappled with villages, and gentlemen's seats, the 

wide spreading town of B lying in the distance with 

its spires and towers, the Thames and the Kennett wind- 
ing along their lines of light like glittering- serpents, and 

the O hills rising beyond ; — one glance at that 

glorious prospect, and here we are at the top of the 
hill, on the open common, where the air is so fresh and 
pure, and the sun shines so gaily on the golden furze. 

Did I say that there were no alterations in our Village? 
Could I so utterly forget the great doings on the top of 
the hill, where by dint of whitening and sash-windowing 
and fresh-dooring the old ample farm-house has become 
a very genteel-locJcing residence ? Or the cotts^ on 
the common opposite, or rather the two cottages, which 
have by a similar transmogrification been laid into one, 
and now form, with their new cart-shed, their double 
garden and their neat paling, so pretty and comfortable 
a home for the respectable mistress of the little Village 
Sdux)l and her industrious husband? How could I 
forget that cottage, whose inhabitants I see so often and 
like so well ! 

Mr. Moore is the greatest market-gardener in the 
parish ; and leads his donkey chaise through the street 
every summer afternoon, vending fruit and vegetables, 
and followed by a train of urchins of either sex. Some 
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who walk boldly up to the cart, hdfpemiy custamers,. 
who ask questions and change their minds, balance be* 
tween the merits of cherries and gooseberries, and gravely 
calculate under what form of fruit they may get most 
eating for their money *. These are the rich. Others, 
the shy, who stand aloof, are pennyless elves, silent peti- 
tioners, who wait about with longing looks, till some 
child-loving purchaser or Mr. Moore himself, unable to 
withstand those pleading eyes, flings them a dole, and 
gives them the double delight of the fruit and the 
scramble. 

The dear cricket ground \ Even at this hour there are 
boys loitering about that beloved scene of evening pas- 
time, not quite playing, but idling and lounging, and 
looking as if they longed to play. My friend the little 
Hussar with his blue jacket and his immovable gravity 
is the quietest of the party, and Ben Kirby, youngest 

* It is amusing to see how very early poor children become ac- 
quainted with the rate of exchange between the smaller denomina- 
tions of coin and the commodities — such as cakes, nuts, and ginger- 
bread — which they purchase. No better judge of the currency 
question than a country brat of three years old. Lizzy, before she 
could speak plain, was so knowing in cakes and haliipence, that it 
was a common amusement with the people at the shop where she 
dealt to try to cheat her, and watch her excessive anger when she 
detected the impodlibn. She was sure to find them out, and waa 
never pacified till she had all that was due to her. 
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brother of Joe^ (I*think I have spoken of Ben before,) by 
far the noisiest* Joe no longer belongs to the boy's side, 
having been promoted to play with the men ; and Ben 
has succeeded to his post as chief and leader of the 
youngsters. Joe is a sort of person to make himself 
happy anywhere, but I suspect that he has not at present 
gained much pleasure by the exchange. It is always a 
very equivocal advantage when a person is removed from 
the first place in one class, to the lowest in the rank just 
above ; and in the present instance poor Joe seems to 
me to have gained little by his preferment except the 
honour of being Fag general to the whole party. His 
feelings must be something like those of a provincial 
actor transplanted to the London boards, who finds him- 
self on the scene of his ambition indeed, but playing 
Richmond instead of Richard, Macduff instead of Mac- 
beth. Joe, however, will doubtless work his way up, 
and in the mean time Ben fills his abdicated throne with 
eminent ability. 

Jem Eusden, his quondam rival, is lost to the cricket 
ground altogether. He is gone forth to see the world. 
An uncle of his mother's, a broker by profession, resident 
in Shoe-Lane, came into this neighbourhood to attend a 
great auction, and was so caught by Jem's scholarship 
that he carried him off to London and placed him with 
a hozier in Cheapside, where he is to this hour engaged 
in tying up gloves and stockings, and carrying out par- 
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eels. His grand-uncle describes him as much improved 
by the removal ; and his own letters to Ben (for since 
they have been parted they are become great friends) 
confirm the assertion. He writes by every opportunity, 
full as often I should think as once a quartes^ and his 
letters give by far the best accounts of the Lord Mayor's 
day, as well as of the dwarfs, giants and other monsters 
on show in London, of any that arrive in these parts. 
He is critical on the Christmas Pantomimes, descriptive 
on the Panoramaa, and his narrative of the death of the 
elephant (whose remains his good kinsman the broker 
took him to visit) was so pathetic that it made the whole 
village cry. All the common is in admiration of Jem*s 
genius, always excepting his friend Ben Kirby, who. 
laughs at every thing, even his correspondent's letters, 
and hath been heard to insinuate that the most eloquent 
morceaux are " bits out of newspapers." ' Ben is a 
shrewd wag and a knowing ; but in this instance I think 
that he is mistaken. I hold Jem*s flights for original, 
and suspect that the young gentleman will . turn out 
literary. 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



THE TENANTS OF BEECHGROVE. 



Tso»£ wko live in a thickly inhabtted, and very (Hretty 
cottntry, ckxie to a large town, witiiin a moming^a ride 
df London, and an easy distance from Bath, Chekenham, 
and the sea, must lay their account^ (especially if there 
be also excellent loads, and a capital pack of fox-hounds) 
on some ci the erila whidii are generally found to cowr 
terbaknce so many eoni?enienoes ; such as a most an* 
usual deamesa and scarcity of milk» eream^ butter, eggs^ 
and poultfy--'luxuries h^ proper to rural life,— »a gene^ 
ral comiption of domestics,— <-and, above all, a perpetual 
change and fluctuation of neighbours. The people of 
the higher class in this neighbourhood, are as mutaUe aa 
the six-months denizens of Richmond, or Hampstead — 
mere birds of passage, who " come like shadows, so de- 
part.". If a resident often years ago, were, by any chance, 
to come here now, he would be in great luck if he found 
three faces of gentility that he could recognise. I do 
not mean to insinuate that faces in our parts wax old 
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or Ugly sooner than elsewhere ; bnt, simply^ that they 
do not stay amongst us long eaott^ to become old-^ 
that one after another, they vanii^. AH our mansions 
are let, or to be let. The old mtoorial Hall, wfa^e 
squke succeeded to squire from generation to generation^ 
id cut down into a TiUa, or a hunting4odge, and trans-* 
fS^rred season after season, from tenant to tenant, with aa 
little remorse as if it were a lodging-house at Brighton. 
The lords of the soil are almost a» unirersally absenteea 
a» if our fsiir bounty ware part and parcel of the Sister 
Kingdom. The spirit of migration possesses the land* 
Nobody of any note, even talks of staying amongst us, 
that I have heard — except a speculating candidate for 
the next borough ; and he is said to have given pretty 
intdy[%ible hitits that he shall certainly be off, unless he 
be elected. In short, we H ■ a hife people an'e a gene^ 
ration of runaways. 

A» " out of evil Cometh good,*" one pleasant conse-' 
<!|Henee 6f this incessant mu<tbtion has been the! absence 
of that sort of prying and observation of which country 
neighbours uaed to be accused. No ^reet even in Lon- 
don was freer from small gossiping. With us> they who 
were moving^ or thinkmg of movkig, had something eke 
to do; and we, the few dull laggards, who remained 
fixed in our places, as stationary as directing posts, ao^ 
fNretty nearly as useless, were too much aecuatomed to 
the whirl, to take any great note of the passers by. 
c 2 
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Yety even amidst the general flitting, one abode gra- 
dually forced itself into noti<ce, for the unrivalled rapidity 
of succession, with which tenant followed tenant, — the 
most admired and the most changeable of all. It was 
an exceedingly pretty inconvenient cottage, — a picture 
of a place, — with its French windows and verandahs, 
its trellis and porch covered with clematis and jessamine, 
its baby house conservatory, and its miniature lawn. It 
was situated in the midst of woody, winding lanes, lost 
as it were in the labyrinths of our rich and intricate coun- 
try ; with an open grove of noble beeches on one side 
of it, and a clear stream, crossed by a winding bridge, on 
the other. 

In short, Beechgrove with all its pretty rusticities, its 
violets and primroses, and nightmgales and turtle doves, 
was the very place in which to spend the honeymoon. 
It seemed a spot made expressly for brides and bride- 
grooms, doomed by the inexorable laws of fashion, to 
four weeks of connubial felicity, to get creditably weary 
of solitude and of each other. 

Accordingly, couple after couple repaired to Beech- 
grove. The very postillions, whether from south or 
north, east or west, knew instinctively, where to deposit 
a new married pair. There was not so pretty a dove- 
cote within twenty miles. Here they came in quick 
succession, and we had a great amusement in watching 
them. A bridal party is generally very pleasant to look 
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at, — all white satin, and white lace, and white favours, 
and finery, and gaiety ! one likes every thing about it : 
the horses so sleek and prancing ; the carriages so os- 
tentatiously new and grand; the servants so full of 
conscious importance, parading and bustling, as proud 
of their master's splendour, as if they belonged to a 
Sheriff on Lord Mayor's day, or to a winning candidate 
at an election time ! Well ! they came, and they went, 
—the fashionable, the titled, the wealthy, and the plain, 
glad, as it seemed, to come, and certainly glad to go* 
One couple only remained a little beyond the allotted 
time. (N. B. that bride was remarkably pretty.) They 
lingered on; she was charmed with Beechgrove, and 
.they talked of wintering there, and re-engaged the house. 
But I don't know how it was ; she was a sweet pretty 
woman to be sure, but did not look over wise ; and it 
happened to her as to Cowley's Beauty in his ** Chro- 
nicle" her reign was short 

*^ One month, three days, and half an hour 
** Judith held the sovereign power." 

Her husband whisked her off to Pari& at the end of five 
weeks. 

They were succeeded by a man in the prime of life, 
and a woman in its very morning ; an elegant but most 
melancholy pair, who brought with them no bridal 
favours, no gay carriages, no proud servants, no titles. 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



S2 THE TENANTS OF BEBCHGROYS* 

no name* He was of $i persop splendidly beautiful--^ 
t^], stately, cpmrnapding ; of a regality of port, and a 
haughtiness of aspect almost defying, as if expecting 
eaquiry and det^^ined to look it down. It was only 
wbesi gazi3g at his fair companion, that his bright eye 
softened, ai»dbis demeanour changed into the most gentle 
eicprQSsion of t^ldemess and submission. He appeared 
devoted to her ; and would read to her on the lawn, ride 
with h^, or drive her in a little open chaise for hours to- 
gi^er. She, on the other hand, although receiving his 
attentions with unalterable sweetness, seemed best 
pleased to glide away alone, given up to her own 
thoughts,-^sad thoughts^ alas! J fear they were! «»to 
her cheerless prospects - and mournful recollections. 
3he would walk with her bonnet in har hand, and her 
beautiM curls put back from her white temples, as if 
air were necessary to still their throbbing/— and she 
would so sigh! Poor thing I poor thing! once she 
came to church, closely veiled, downcast, and trembling. 
She had forgotten the key of her own pew, and was in- 
vited by the vicar's lady into hers. And she went in, 
land knelt in the lowest place, and sate out great part of 
the service. But the sermon was affecting ; it spake of 
female frailty ; of the woman taken in adultery ; of sin 
and of forgiveness. She could not bear it, and left the 
church. She never entered it afterwards. Poor thing ! 
guilt was there, but shame and repentance were there 
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aho. She was bom for better things ; and shrank from 
the eye as if looks were swords. 

Without any intention of watching this lovely down- 
cast penitent----fbr most lovely she was !-«-it so happened 
that I met her frequently ; and although we never spoke^ 
she grew so tax familiarized to my passing her in the 
laaesy as not to start and tremble at my appearance^ like 
a fluttered dove^-^as was usual with her, on the sight of 
strangers. She would even stop to fondle my grey- 
houndy Mayfbwer, who with the extraordinary instinct 
of her kind, had been attracted by her sweet countenance^ 
and never failed to accost her. May and she were quite 
acquainted ; she had even learnt her name. We used 
to meet almost every day ; especially in one spot, which 
soon became as much her favourite, as it had long been 
mine. 

About half a mile to the right of Beechgrove, a shady 
lane leads to a beautiful patch of woodland scenery,— 
the lingering remains of an ancient chase. Turfy sheep- 
walks intersect thick brakes of fern and holly, mingled 
with rich old thorns, and the light feathery birch, and 
surmounted by noble oaks and beeches, the growth.of 
centuries* In one of the recesses of the wood, just 
opposite the deep dear pond, which lets the light so 
findy into this forest picture, stands a real cottage, 
rough, rude, irregular, mis-shapen ; with its hedged-in 
garden, and its well-stocked orchard; all evidently 
15 
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cribbed from the waste, and sufficiently spacious to give 
an air of unusual comfort to the rural dwelling. The 
cart-shed too and the faggot-pile, and the old horse 
grazing before the door, indicate a considerable portion 
of rustic prosperity. 

: In fact they are a thriving family. Charles North, 
the head of the house, is a jobbing gardener, whose ser- 
vices are in such request, that they are accorded some- 
what in the manner of favours, and must be bespoken as 
long beforehand as the attendance of a first singer at a 
musical party. He is a fine athletic man, whose firm 
upright form, and bold, hale, lively visage contrast rather 
strangely the premature gray locks that hang around 
the latter. In manner, he is singularly agreeable, full 
of shrewdness and goodhumour, very merry, and a little 
arch; perceiving, instantly, the weaknesses of those 
with whom he converses, and humouring them as much 
from pliability of temper, and a natural sympathy, as 
from views of interest. The rogue is my factotum ; 
and sees at a glance which hyacinth to prefer, and which 
geranium to admire. Good gardener as he is, I doubt 
if this be not the great secret of Charles North's popu-* 
larity. Popular he is, that is certain ; perhaps the most 
popular person of my acquaintance; quite good enough 
to please the wise, and not too good to alarm the gay ; 
for the rest, an excellent husband and excellent father, 
a thoroughly sober and industrious man, except now 
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* 

and then an outbreak at tide times^ which commonly 
lasts for a day or two, and leaves him more ardently 
laborious than ever. One of the most enviable persons 
whom I have ever encountered, is Charles North in his 
blue apron. 

He however is very seldom seen at his pleasant home. 
He trudges forth, whistling, at four o'clock every mom* 
ing, and comes back, still whistling, about seven at night. 
The cottage at the wood side is quite populous enough 
without him. To say nothing of his ailing wife, who is 
what in a lady would be called nervous ; there were, at 
the time of which I speak, thirteen goodly childreui 
from twenty years old, to eight months. Shall I give a 
catalogue? Yes. First, an eldest son, a baker, (for 
one of the protuberances which make the dwelling so 
picturesque, is a huge oven) Charles North, Junior, — 
tall and vigorous as his father,— a staid sober youth, 
who by dint of the small pox and a miraculous gravity, 
might pass for the father of the family himself. Then 
an eldest sister, stout and steady ; a home-keeping Mar- 
tha North, acting as regent during her mother's illnesses, 
which know no pause ; deputy mistress, and deputy ser- 
vant of the whole house. Then, a fine open-counten* 
anced girl, her father in petticoats, parcel pickle, and 
parcel coquette, — ^who puts her hair in curl papers, and 
flirts with one half of the parish and romps with the 
other, as she carries her brother's bread round the coun* 
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try, — ^sole driver of the old white horse ; we have not a 
prettier black-eyed lass in the Village than Sally North. 
Then Tom, who goes to work with his father, and is at 
a word, Sally in breeches. Then there were four or five 
urchins, names unknown, who attended sundry semin- 
aries, some for charity, some for pay. Th^ three or 
four others, sex unknown, imps in tattered frocks, dirty, 
noisy, healthy, and happy, who dabbled by the side of 
the pond with the ducks and geese, or helped the pigs to 
find acorns, in the wood. Last of all, the baby, — ^a rosy 
smiling brat, clean amidst all the dirt, and placid amidst 
all the uproar, who lived out of doors, like a gipsy, and 
might be seen in its little pink frock, stretching its round 
hardy limbs on the turf, or sitting in infantine state 
with its back propped against a tree, from morning to 
night, the general pet and plaything of the family. 

This infant was evidently the attraction which drew 
the fair tenant of Beechgrove to this secluded spot. 
May and I used to dive into the recesses of the wood, 
scenery where you may almost realize the delicious ere* 
ations of " Comus," and " As You Like It;" but she 
always paused at the cottage, always as near as possible 
to the baby. It was a child that, for mere childish 
beauty, would have been remarked amongst thousands. 
The square vigorous form ; the dimpled hands and feet, 
and elbows, so firm, so mottled, of sy pure a camati<Hi ; 
the fair open forehead, with little rings of brown hair 
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eurling round it ; the large bright blue eye ; the delicate 
features ; and the sweet look of content, the passionless 
composure, which give a dignity to infant loveliness, 
would have made Mary North a model for Sir Joshua. 
No (me ever passed without admiring the child, but on 
no one did her beauty produce such an effect as on this 
unhappy lady. She could not pass : she seemed to in*- 
tend it sometimes ; but always stopped, and returned 
to her old station near the cottage. 

Her object was, evidently, Mary. At first, she tried 
to talk to Mrs. North, to. Martha, to the little ones that 
dabbled round the pond : but the effort was visibly 
painful ; and she soon desisted from it ; content to hang 
over the little giri, or to sit on the grass at her side, 
sometimes crying, sometimes with a heart-broken look, 
as if her tears were gone. The child's name, if acci- 
dentally pronounced, always occasioned a convulsive 
shiuldering; and one day, Mrs. North, unable to resist 
the curiosity excited by these extraordinary proceedings, 
said to her, '< I fanoy. Ma'am, for so young as you look, 
that you must have had a little Mary of your own l" — 
" Once/' was the answer, with a burst of bitter grief, 
" once !" — " It's a sad affliction," pursued Mrs. North, 
'^ to bury a baby, especially the first. I lost mine, poor 
innocent ! but I have thought, since, how much hap- 
pier she is than my Mary would be, if I was to die now, 
and leave her motherless in the wide world."^-" Oh 
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my Mary ! my Mary ! my child ! my child !" cried thd 
unhappy lady, and fell to the ground, in strong and ob- 
stinate convulsive fits. 

• She was conveyed home ; and came no more to the 
cottage by the wood-side. In a few days, Beechgrove 
was again vacant, and she was gone ; — leaving for Mrs. 
North a little green purse containing eighteen guineas, 
and some silver, and a small slip of paper, on which was 
written, " For your Mary, from a mother who left her 
child T-— Poor thing! poor thing! we have never heard 
of her since* 

Mary North is now a rosy prattler, the life and joy of 
her humble home, the loveliest and gayest creature that 
ever lived. But, better than playing ^with her doll, 
better even than base-ball, or sliding, or romping, does 
she like to creep of an evening to her father's knee, and 
look at the well-hoarded purse, (not a shiUing has been 
taken out,) and gaze, with a mysterious feeling of awe 
at her little heart, on the slip of uneven writing ; and 
hear, for the hundredth time, the story of the poor lady 
who was so good to Mary when she was a baby, — the 
beautiful lady of Beechgrove* 
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THE FRENCH TEACHER. 

It is now more than twenty years since I, a petted child 
of ten years old^ bom and bred in the country, and as 
shy as a hare, was sent to that scene of bustle and con-* 
fusion^ a London school. Oh what a change it was ! 
What a terrible change ! The good old nurse, and the 
sweet gentle mama, and the dear, dear papa, who in 
their several ways seemed to have no other object than 
that of spoiling me from morning to night, — to leave 
them and my own dear home for this strange new place, 
and these strange new people, — ^what a change ! And 
so many of them ! and children too ! Men and women 
I could have endured : but I had been a solitary child, 
and hated nothing so much as the din, the laughter, 
the shrill voices, and rapid motions of children. They 
fairly made me dizzy. I shall never forget the misery 
of the first two days, blushing to be looked at, dreading 
to be spoken to, shrinking like a sensitive plant from 
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the touch, ashamed ta cry, and feeling as if I never 
could laugh again. I was really broken-hearted. These 
disconsolate feelings are not astonishing, even in recol- 
lection : the wonder is, that they so soon passed away. 
But every body was good and kind. There was just 
attention enough from the heads of the house, and a 
merciful neglect from the pupils.. In less than a week 
the poor wild bird was tamed. I could look without 
fear on the bright happy faces ; listen without starting 
to the clear high voices, even though they talked in 
French ; b^n to watch the ball and the battledore ; 
and felt something like an inclination to join in the 
sports. In short, I soon became an efficient member 
of the commonwealth ; as efficient as a quiet little girt 
0f ten years old could be ; made a friend, povided my- 
self with a school-mother, a fine tall blocnning girl, who, 
having attained the dignity of the first class and the 
mature age of fourteen, already thought herself a young 
woman, under whose powerful protection I began to 
learn and unlearn, to acquire the habits and enter into 
the views of my companions, as well disposed to be idle 
as the best of them. 

Nobody was less thought of in this respectable school 
than our respectable governess. She seldom came near 
us. Her post was to sit all day, nicely dressed, in a 
nicely furnished drawing-room, busy with some piece of 
delicate needle-work, receiving mamas, aunts, and god* 
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mamas, answering questions, and administering as much 
praise as she conscientionsly could,— ^perhaps a little 
more. In the school-rocun she rukd, Hke other rulers^ 
by ministers and delegates, of whom the French Teacher 
was the principal When I first arrived, this high post 
was filled by the daughter of an emigri of distinction, 
a gentle drooping creature, who looked downward like 
a colombine, and was totally unequal to contend with 
twenty light-hearted and boisterous girls. 3he was the 
pxettiest piece of melancholy that I have ever seen ; as 
pale as alabaster, with large black eyes, that seemed 
made for tears, and a voice *' far above singing." I do 
not think she could chide ; she did not know how* No* 
body could help loving a creature so mild and inof- 
faisive ; and there was something, with this gentteness, 
of purity and dignity, that ensured our respect — it clung 
to her like a garment. She did her duty scmpulouBly, 
as far aa instruction went, but left all other cares to the 
English Teacher, — a very diffiarent person,, coarse and 
common as could be ; a better sort of nursery-maid ; 
one who firom pure laziness would rather do things her- 
self than take the trouble to see that they were done by 
another. Under her fosterage our evil habits throve 
apace : she put away, and hid, and lied for us, till we 
became the most irregular and untidy generation that 
ever trod the floor of a school-room. All seemed fair 
in the sight of the governess ; and, whilst our drooping 
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lily Mademoiselle L. remained, all was quiet. But 
these happy days could not last long. She left us in 
the short peace of Amiens to join her parents in an at- 
tempt to recover some part of their property, in which, 
I am happy to say, she was successful ; whilst with her 
unlucky pupils the reign of king Log was sucbeeded by 
that of king Stork. The new French Teacher came ; 
a tall, majestic woman, between sixty and seventy, made 
taller by yellow slippers with long slender heels, such as 
I have never seen before or since. I cannot imagine 
how she could walk in them, though her way of moving 
scarcely deserved the name. Her mode of entering a 
room, or saluting a person, '' son abord^* as she called 
it, was a trip, a sort of quick mincing shuffle, ending in 
a low curtsy : her common motion was that of a snake, 
or a ghost, or her own long train, gliding quite inau- 
dibly, in spite of her heels, whether on the Turkey car- 
pet of the library, or the bare boards of the dancing- 
room. Her face ;nras almost invisible, being concealed 
between a mannish kind of neckcloth, that tied in her 
chin, and an enormous cap, whose wide flaunting strip 
hung over her cheeks and eyes, — to say nothing of a 
huge pair of spectacles. What could be seen of the 
face was in a fine Roman style of beauty that answered 
to her figure ; beautiful, in spite of age, and cap-strip, 
and neckcloth, and spectacles ; lady-like, in spite of 
the high heels, the trip, the mantua-making vulgarity of 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



Til« FRENCH TEACHER* S«S 

scissors and pincushion dangling outside of her gown, 
and such a pair of panniers within as have seldom been 
seen in these degenerate days of reticules and work* 
bags. Such was the outward woman of Madame. Her 
inner qualities were speedily developed. We soon found 
that, like '* Goose Gibbie/' she kept the hours of her 
flock ; went to bed at nine o'clock, and rose at six ; 
and, instead of trying to lose the sight and sound of 
children in books and drawings, and running away from 
the very thoughts of us the moment school-hours were 
over, as poor Mademoiselle L. used to do, Madame was 
content to keep us company all the day long ; was ne- 
ver tired of us, tiresome as we were ; and made no other 
difference between school-time and play-time than that 
of exchanging scolding for talking, long lessons for long 
stories. She superintended our sports ; watched over' 
the games-of ball and battledore ; reprimanded the auk- 
ward' and the noisy ; and finally insisted on translating 
our old forfeits of " Peter Piper," and " I love my love 
with an A," into their Gallic counterpai|, " Qui veut 
vendre le corbiUon ?" 

This was sufficiently irksome ; but the worst was to 
come. JM(adame, all Parisian though she was, had the 
fidgety neatness of a Dutch woman, and was scandalized 
at our untidy habits. Four days passed in distant mur- 
murs; an exercise book, found, to use her favourite 
word, " trainant*' about the room, was thrown into the 
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fire, and a Bkipping-rope, which nearly overset her by 
entangling in her train^ was tossed out of the window : 
but this was only the gathering of the wind before the 
storm. It was dancing-day ; we were all dressed and 
assembled^ when Madame, provoked by some indication 
of latent disorder, some stray pinafore or pocket-hand- 
kerchief peeping from under the form that was meant to 
conceal it, instituted, much to our consternation, a ge- 
neral rummage through the house for things out of 
their places, which certainly comprised the la^r half 
of our possessions. Every hole and comer were searched 
for contraband goods, and the collected mass thrown 
together in one stupendous pile in the middle of the 
school-room ; a pile that defies description or analysis. 
Bonnets, old and new, with strings and without, pe- 
lisses, tippets, parasols, unmatched shoes, halves of 
pairs of gloves, books tattered or whole, music in many 
parts, pincushions, petticoats, thimbles, frocks, sashes, 
dolls, portfolios, shuttlecocks, play-things, work-things, 
trumpery without end. The entire mass was to be ap« 
portioned amongst the different owners, and then af-« 
fixed to their persons, after the foshion of some of Mr. 
Lancaster's punishments, though, to do Madame ju8« 
tice, the design, under her management, was altogether 
French. She had g^erously taken the most difficult 
part herself, and was much in the situation of the 
Princess in the Fairy Tale, who was put into A great 
15 
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hall full of feathers, and ordered to select from the min- 
gled heap those which belonged to eyery separate bird* 
Poor Madame ! she was worse off than the princesi— 
she had no good Genius to help her — she did not even 
know the plumi^e of her little burds — sad refractory 
birds as ever beat their wings against a cage. Poor 
Madame I Article after article was fished np from the 
mass, and held out to be owned in vain ; not a soul 
would claim such dangerous property: gloves looked 
about for hands to wear them ; slippers were like the 
fomous glass one, and fitted nobody ; bonnets wanted 
heads ; dollfi went a begging. Poor Madame ! Even 
when she found a name, it did her little service ; she 
had; to be sure, in ten years picked up some ten words 
of English, — ^but proper names I she never eame so near 
them in her life as oki Bassompierre when he wrote In« 
nimthorpe for Kensington. Even if she made a diitant 
approach to the sounds in pronunciation, she woidd 
never have recognised them when written ; it was two to 
one against her hitting on the initial letter. Neverthe- 
1^8 she did succeed, by dint of lucky guesses and ques« 
tions which could not be parried, in apportioning quite 
sufficient to form a style of decoration more novel than 
elegant, — ^an order of demerit Dictkinaries suspended 
from the neck en medaillony shawk tied round the 
waist en ceinture, unbound music pinned to the frock 
en queue, formed a slight part of our adornment ; not 
d2 
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one of us but had three or four of these appendages ; 
many had five or six. These preparations were intended 
to meet the eye of Madame*s countryman, the French 
dancing-master^ who would doubtless assist in support- 
ing her authority, and in making us thoroughly ashamed. 
She did not know that before his arrival we were to pass 
an hour in an exercise of another kind, standing on one 
leg, like geese upon a common, or facing to right and 
left, under the command of a drill-sergeant. The man 
of scarlet was ushered in ; and it is difiicult to say whe- 
ther the professor of marching or the improver of dis- 
cipline looked most astonished : the culprits, I am 
afraid, supported by numbers and amused by the ridi- 
culous appearance of their corps, were not so much dis- 
concerted as they should have been. Madame began 
a very voluble explanatory harangue ; but she was again 
unfortunate,— the sei^eant did not understand French. 
She attempted to translate — ^^ It is, Sare, que ces dames, 
dat dese Miss be des traineuses." This clear and intel- 
ligible sentence producing no other visible effect than 
a shake of the head, Madame desired the nearest cul- 
prit to tell " ce soldat Id" what she had said, and to 
inform her what he could possibly be come for. Our 
interpreter was puzzled in her turn, as much puzzled as 
Pistol's boy when bidden to construe *^ fer ferret and 
firk" to Monsieur le Fer. She had to find English for 
traineuses (no dictionary word ! I believe Madame in-* 
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vented it expressly for our use), and French for drill- 
sei^eant. She got through her difficulties vastly well, 
called him of the red coat a walking-master, and con- 
fessed frankly that we were in disgrace. The sergeant 
was a man of bowels ; besides he hated the French : 
he declared that '* it made his blood boil to see so many 
free-bom English girls domineered over by a natural 
enemy," and as he said this he eyed poor Madame as 
fiercely as if she had been a member of the Legion of 
Honour : finally he insisted that we could not march 
with such incumbrances ; which declaration being done 
into French all at once by half a dozen eager tongues, 
the trappings were removed, and the experiment ended 
without any very sensible improvement. 

Inauspicious as the beginning was, in a short time we 
did improve ; our habits became more regular, we began 
to feel the comfort of order, and we began to like Ma- 
dame. She lived with us and for us, like a family 
nurse, or a good old grandmama (only that she did not 
spoil us) — she had no other occupation, no other thought, 
scarcely another friend in the world ; and she had her- 
self an aptness to love which could not fail to attach 
young Jiearts. It was touching to see that respectable 
woman, homeless and desolate in her old age, clinging 
to children for society and comfort, joining in their pur- 
suits and amusements, and bringing down her own 
thoughts and feelings to their comprehension. Her 
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youth of mind and simplicity of heart kept her happy ; 
I doubt whether grown people would have suited her 
m well. She entered thoroughly and heartily into our 
little schemes, and had moie of her own than all the 
school put together. Nerer found mortal such plea- 
sure in small surprises, innocent secrets, and mysterious 
gifts. Cherries dropped in our path hke fairy favours ; 
sweet-peas and mignonette springing up as if by magic 
in oiu: little gardens ; purses netted under the table and 
smuggled into our pockets no one knew how ; birth^day 
fites gotten up as secretly as state conspiracies — ^these 
were her delights. She was cross sometimes, and strict 
enough always ; but we loved Madame, and Madame 
loved us. I really think she would have been on^ aS 
the happiest creatures in the world, but for a strange 
aversion which she unluckily took to a very charming 
young lady, a woman of genius and a poetess, who suc- 
ceeded to the functions of the stupid English Teacher. 
The dislike was mutual. Never were two better haters. 
Their relative situation had probably somethmg to do 
with it ; and yet it was wonderful that two such excel- 
lent persons should so thoroughly detest each other. 
Miss R.'s aversion was of the cold, phlegmatic, contem{>- 
tuous, provoking sort ; she kept aloof and said nothing : 
Madame's was acute, fiery, and loquacious; she not 
only hated Miss R., but hated for her sake knowledge, 
and literature, and wit, and, above all, poetry, which 
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she denounced as something fateil and contagious, like 
the plague. I shall never forget her horror when she 
detected one of her favourites in the act of translating 
a stanza of Tasso into something that looked like verse ; 
if she had caught her committing forgery, her lameata^ 
tions could not have been more indignantly pathetic. 
What would she say now ? 

I have already mentioned with honour Madame's 
high heels. They ware once put to an unexpected use. 
She had beien ill, and had gone into lodgings on the 
other side of London, to be near her favourite physician. 
We soon found a relaxation c^ discipline ; our poetess 
piqued herself upon managing us in a different way 
from her rival (she never suspected that we managed 
her) ; besides which she had a most comfortable habit 
of abstraction, and seldom saw what passed before her 
eyes. The business of the school went on as usual ; but 
our amusements were left to oursehies, and a dramatic 
fury raged high amongst us. Our first performance was 
Pizarro, that delight of children. In this choice we 
had one trifling difficulty, the absence of the printed 
play ; bttt most of the actors had seen the piece, and 
we managed it by memory and invention. I should 
like to see a variorum edition of our Pizarro. The Spa- 
nish hero himself had never seen the tragedy ; but he 
was a very clever little Irish girl, not more than a foot 
shorter than Elvira, and, being well instructed in the 
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spirit of the part, blustered through the tyrant very cre- 
ditably, excepting one mistake, that of regularly order- 
ing the soliliers to shoot Rolla three scenes before his 
time. The error was pardonable. Every body sym- 
pathised with Pizarro in thinking the sooner Rolla was 
out of pain the better. His sufferings were exquisite. 
He was a fine well-grown personable girl, but labouring 
under such a melancholy want of words and ideas, that 
he felt and inflicted in a higher degree the sort of dis- 
tress which is so often caused by stammering : we could 
no more prevail on him to relinquish his impracticable 
part, than a stammerer can be persuaded to abandon 
the unutterable word. Elvira we chose for her especial 
gift in scolding, her natural shrewishness ; and she did 
not disappoint us : she acted like a virago born, the 
pride and glory of the play. As to Cora, I did her 
myself, after an exceedingly original fashion. I recol- 
lect one trait. I did not like going mad ; it was trou- 
blesome, and I did not well know how to set about it,^ — 
fainting was much easier ; so I fainted, and had the 
pleasure of being pulled by the arms across the room> 
with my heels dragging along the floor, by one of our 
stage footmen ; an operation in which I found so much 
amusement, that I got a part of the audience (the little 
girls, the demure, and the stupid,) to encore my swoon. 
Our next performance was Feudal Times, induced by 
the mistake of a silly maid, who had smuggled that 
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pageant into the house instead of Pizarro. We per- 
formed this entertainment to the letter, only leaving out 
the songs, the scenery, and the processions. Altogether 
Feudal Times did not go off like Pizarro ; the zest of 
suspense and unexpectedness was wanting; every body 
knew what was to come next ; no delightful blunders, 
no happy mistakes, no tragedy in our comedy, and far too 
little comedy in our tragedy ; it was as dull as a lesson, 
and the run would have been short. We had already 
begun to turn our attention to a stray copy of Deaf and 
Duihb, when an unlucky accident put an entire stop to 
our dramatic career. In the machinery of Feudal Times 
one part seemed indispensable to the story. The heroine, 
a lady Claribel, is picked up out of a moat by a certain 
fisherman called Walter, into which moat she had been 
precipitated by the same Walter's sawing asunder a 
draw-bridge, which her oppressor, the baron, was de- 
fending against her lover. This we (Contrived almost as 
notably as the wall and moonshine were managed in 
Bottom's play, by tying together two long high forms, 
which Walter, seated tailor-fashion in a short low form, 
turned topsy-turvy, to resemble a boat, divided with a 
knife, catching hold at the same time of the lady Clanbel, 
and pushing oiF with her to her lover, who stood on the 
chalked line which we called the bank. Four afternoons 
was this manoeuvre adroitly performed : on the' fifth an 
over-eager combatant lost his balance, and fell over just 
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as the bridge was sawing asunder ; in falling he caught 
at the baron's white frock, who, overset in his turn, clung 
to the bridge, and down they came, vassal, baron, and 
bridge, together with the fair lady Claribel, full on the 
unlucky boat and the unfortunate boatman. The crash 
was tremendous. An universal scream from actors and 
i^ectators soon brought Miss R. to the scene, and 
disturbed the tranquil course of Mrs. **'s embroidery ^ 
The mischief was less than might have been expected ; 
a few bruises, one broken form, and two torn frocks ; 
but the fright, the din, and the clatter, made too deep 
an impression to be overcome ; the drama was instantly 
proscribed, Feudal Times thrown on the fire, and Deaf 
and Dumb put under lock and key. 

When once however the theatrical fever is thoroughly 
excited, it is not easily allayed, especially if heightened 
by a prohibition. We were just on the point of actual 
rebellion, and haik contrived a plot for ri^aining Deaf 
and Dumb, when a turn was given to our ideas by one 
of the confederates going to the opera, and coming back 
with her head full of a Scottish divertisement and the 
ballet of Orpheus and Eurydice. We hesitated a long 
time which to choose; to have one we were determined. 
A ballet was not a play ; there was no edict against 
dancing ; and, as the Grecian and Scottish parties ran 
high, we boldly resolved to blend the two stories into 
one. ^^ Rather improbable, to be sure," said our ma^ 
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nager, '' but not impossible. No reason on earth why 
Orpheus might not go to Scotland, in search of Eurydice ; 
we must make that understood in the bilb. The ballet 
will be quite as intelligible one way as the other/' Quite. 
The union of twenty plots would not have puzzled our 
ballet mbtiess ; the eonfusion of her brain defied in- 
crease. I cannot attempt a minute detail of our per* 
formance. Venus — for we enlisted the whole corps of 
gods and goddesses in om* service — Venus, a black- 
haired brown gipsy, rather quick-witted than beautiful, 
slid about in a pasteboard car, which she pushed forward 
much as a child manages a go-cart, driving cruelly over 
her paper doves, and stooping every moment to pick 
them up and set them flying again. Cupid, the ci-- 
devant Pizarro, was the charm of the piece, full of grace 
and playfulness, he managed his shining wings with 
great address, and his bow and arrows still better. One 
of his feats was the demolition of a paste-board fortress, 
which we had erected across one comer of the room, just 
large enough to contain the Scottish heroine, and in- 
geniously contrived to keep together by strings held in 
her hand, which she dropped as soon as Cupid drew his 
bow, and sprang away from her prison. This piece of 
machinery was our principal attempt in that line ; but 
we had made great advances in costume since the luck- 
less night when the baron was brought to the ground 
by a pull at his white frock. Our Highland lasses had 
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muslin aprons bound with tartan ribands, the right -High- 
land dress of the Opera House; Jupiter had a rich 
pelisse ; and Pluto a beard — a fine tuft of bear-skin 
docked by our manager from her own fur tippet. This 
Conscious splendour inspired us with a desire for a more 
numerous audience. We invited two or three young 
ladies of the neighbourhood, who came to take lessons 
in dancing ; Miss R. too we asked, the parlour-boarders, 
and the good old housekeeper. The evening arrived, 
the spectators were seated, unexpectedly reinforced by 
Mrs. **, in high good humour ; and we danced on in 
triumphant confusion till we came to the grand scene of 
the infernal regions. We had been at some loss as to 
the management of the classical Hell. Even our un- 
doubting manager was posed. Fire seemed to our 
simple apprehensions a Accessary element. The Furies 
must have torches. No dispensing with that engine of 
horror. Accordingly we erected a sort of artificial rock- 
work, composed of tables, stools, and trunks of unequal 
height, over which was flung a large covering of canvass. 
Towards the centre of this machine we placed a saucer 
full of burning spirits of wine, emitting much such a 
flame as I have seen issue at Christmas from a minced- 
pie floated with burning brandy. Our orchestra was 
playing " The Soldier Tired ;" the whole dramatis per- 
sonse, gods and mortals, Greeks and Scots were assem- 
bled on the stage ; Orpheus was casting his memorable 
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look back on Eurydice ; and the Furies were lighting 
their torches at the blazing spirits — ^when the folding 
doors flew back, and Madame appeared in the opening, 
muffled in white drapery, motionless for a moment, 
and then gliding gently in, like another Castle Spectre. 
One of the Furies in astonishment at this apparition, 
dropped her torch, and set fire to the canvass covering 
just as Madame reached the rock-work. The flame 
caught her eye, and she dexterously whisked off her 
yellow slipper, and tapped out the fire with its slender 
high heel. I still seem to hear the quick clear soimd 
of those taps. She then gracefully resumed her shoe 
and her tripping motion, and glided up to Mrs. **, with 
her usual mincing pace. So ended our ballet. We 
crowded round our dear old friend, and thought no more 
of Orpheus and Eurydice. 
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THE COPSE. 

April 18th. — Sad wmtery weather; a north -east wind; 
a sun that puts out one's eyes, without aiFording the 
slightest warmth ; dryness that chaps lips and hands 
like a frost in December; rain that comes chilling and 
arrowy like hail in January ; nature at a dead pause ; 
no seeds up in the garden ; no leaves out in the hedge- 
rows; no cowslips swinging their pretty bells in the 
fields; no nightingales in the dingles; no swallows 
skimming round the great pond ; no cuckoos (that ever 
I should miss that rascally ' sonneteer !) in any part! 
Nevertheless there is something of a charm in this wintery 
spring, this putting-back of the seasons. If the flower- 
clock must stand still for a month or two, could it choose 
a better time than that of the primroses and violets ? I 
never remember (and for such gauds my memory, if 
not very good for aught of wise or useful, maybe trustejl) 
such an afiluence of the one or such a duration of the 
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Other. Primrosy is the epithet which this year will re- 
tain in my recollection. Hedge, ditch, meadow^ field, 
even the very paths and highways, are set with them ; 
but their chief habitat is a certain copse, about a mile 
off, where they are spread like a carpet, and where I go 
to visit them rather oftener than quite comports with the 
dignity of a lady of mature age. I am going thither 
this very afternoon, and May and her company are going 
too. 

This Mayflower of mine is a strange animal. Instinct 
and imitation make in her an approach to reason which 
is sometimes almost startling. She mimics all that she 
sees us do, with the dexterity of a monkey and far more 
of gravity and apparent purpose ; cracks nuts and eats 
them ; gathers currants and severs them from the stalk 
with the most delicate nicety; filches and munches 
apples and pears ; is as dangetous in an orchard as a 
schoolboy ; smells to flowers ; smiles at meeting ; an* 
swers in a pretty lively voice when spoken to, (sad pity 
that the language should be unknown !) and has greatly 
the advantage of us in a conversation, inasmuch as our 
meaning is certainly clear to her ;<— all this and a thou- 
sand amusing prettinesses, (to say nothing of her canine 
feat of bringing her game straight to her master's feet, 
and refusing to resign it to any hand but his) does my 
beautiful greyhound perform untaught, by the mere 
effect of imitation and sagacity. Well, May, at the 
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end of the coiirsing season, having lost Brush, our old 
spaniel, her great friend, and the blue greyhound Ma- 
riette, her comrade and rival, both of which four-footed 
worthies were sent out to keep for the summer, began to 
find solitude a weary condition, and to look abroad fpr 
company. Now it so happened that the same suspension 
of sport which had reduced our little establishment from 
three dogs to one, had also dispersed the splendid kennel 
of a celebrated courser in our neighbourhood, three of 
whose finest young dogs came home to " their walk" 
(as the sporting phrase goes) at the collar-makers in 
our village. May, accordingly, on the first morning of 
her solitude (she had never taken the slightest notice of 
her neighbours before, although they had sojourned in 
our street upwards of a fortnight,) bethought herself of 
the timely resource offered to her by the vicinity of these 
canine beaux, and went up boldly and knocked at their 
stable door, which was already very commodiously on 
the half-latch. The three dogs came out with much 
alertness and gallantry, and May, declining apparently 
to enter their territories, brought them off to her own. 
This manoeuvre has been repeated every day, with one 
variation : of the three dogs, the first a brindle, the second 
a yellow, and the third a black, the two first only are 
now admitted to wiilk or consort with her, and the last, 
poor fellow, for no fault that I can discover except May's 
caprice, is driven away not only by the fair lady, but 
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even by his old companions — is, so to say, sent to Coven- 
try. Of her two permitted followers, the yellow gentle- 
tieman, Saladin by name, is decidedly the fayourite. 
He is indeed, May's shadow, and will walk with me 
whether I choose or not. It is quite impossible to get 
rid of him unless by discarding Miss May also ;<— and to 
accomplish a walk in the country without her, would be 
like an adventure of Don Quixote without his faithful 
■squire Sancho. 

So forth we set. May and I, and Saladin and the 
brindle ; May and myself walking with the sedateness 
and decorum befitting our sex and age (she is five years 
old this grass, rising six) — ^the young things, for the 
soldan and the brindle are (not meaning any disrespect) 
little better than puppies, frisking and frolicking as best 
pleased them* 

Our route lay for the first part along the sheltered 
quiet lanea which lead to our old habitation ; a way 
never trodden by me without peculiar and home-like 
feelings, full of the recollections, the pains and pleasures 
of other days. But we are not to talk sentiment now ; 
—even May would not understand that maudlin lan- 
guage. We must get on. What a wintery hedgerow 
this is for the eighteenth of April I Primrosy , to be sure, 
abundantly spangled with those stars of the earth, — ^but 
so bare, so leafless, so cold ! The wind whistles through 
the brown boughs as in winter. Even the early elder 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 




50 WALKS IN THE COUNTRY. 

shoots, which do make an approach to springiness, look 
brown, and the small leaves of the woodbine, which have 
also ventured to peep ferth, are of a sad purple^ frogt- 
bitten, likea dairy-maid's elbows on a snowymoming. The 
very birds, in this season of pailing* and.building, look 
chilly and uncomfortable^ and their nests 1 1 > . f^ Ob 
SaladinI come awaiy from the hedge! Don't you see 
that what puzzles you and makes you leapt up in the aiio 
is a redbreast's nest ? Don't you see the pcetty apeds^d 
eggs? Don't you h«ar the poor hen calUngiaa it were 
for help ? Gome here this moment, sir !" And by good 
luck Saladin (whp for a p^iypim has toJerable qualities) 
CQine$> before he has touched the nest, or before his 
playipaate the brindle, thelesf manageable of the two, ha« 
eqfdedit. 

Now we go round the comer and cross the bi idge, 
where the common, with its clear stream winding between 
clumps of elms, assumes so park*like an appearance. 
Who h this approachinf ao jslowly and majestically, this 
square bundle of petticpat and cloke, this road-waggon 
Qf a .wpman ? . It is, it must be Mrs, Sally Meting, the 
cinmpJetest specimen within my knowledge of farmeresses 
(may I be aDowed that innovation in language ?) as they 
were. It can be nobody dfse. 

Mrs. Sally Mearing, when I Brst became acquainted 
with her, occupied, together with her father, (a super- 
annuated man of jnihetyX a large farm very near our 
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fonner habitation. It had been anciently a great manor« 
farm or court-house, and was still a.stately substantial 
biulding, whose lofty halls and spacious chambers gave 
an air of grandeur to the common offices to which they 
were applied. Traces of gilding might yet be seen on 
this pannels which covered the walls, and on the huge 
carved chimney pieces which rose almost to the ceilings; 
and the niarble tables and the inlaid oak staircase stilt 
spoke (of the former grandeur of this court. Mrs. Sally 
corresponded well with the date of her mansion, although 
she troubled herself little with its dignity. She was 
thoroughly of the old school, and Imd a most comfort- 
able contempt for the new ; rose at foiir in winter and 
summer, breakfasted at six, dined at eleven in the fore- 
noon, supped' at five, and was regularly in bed before 
eight, except when the hay-time or the harvest im- 
periously required her to sit up till sunset, — ^a necessity 
to which she submitted with no very good grace. To a 
deviation from these hours, and to the modern iniquities 
of white aprons, cotton stockings, and muslin handker- 
chiefs (Mrs. Sally herself always wore check, black 
worsted, and a sort of yellow compound which she viras 
wont to call susy), together with the invention of drill 
ploughs and threshing machines, and other agricultural 
novelties, she failed not to attribute all the mishaps or 
misdoings of the whole parish. The last-mentioned dis- 
covery especially aroused her indignation. Oh to hear 
e2 
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her descant on the merits of the flail, wielded by a 
stout right arm, such as she had known in her youth 
(for by her account there was as great a deterioration in 
bones and sinews as in the other implements of hus- 
bandry,) was enough to make the very inventor break 
his machine. She would even take up her favourite 
instrument, and thrash the air herself by way of illus- 
trating her argument, and, to say truth, few men in 
these degenerate days could have matched the stout 
brawny muscular limb which Mrs. Sally displayed at 
sixty-five. 

In spite of this contumacious rejection of agricultural 
improvements, the world went well with her at Court- 
Farm. A good landlord, an easy rent, incessant labour, 
unremitting frugality, and excellent times, ensured a 
regular though moderate profit ; and she lived on, grum- 
bling and prospering, flourishing and complaining, till 
two misfortunes befell her at once — her father died, and 
her lease expired. The loss of her father, although a 
bedridden man, turned of ninety, who could not in the 
course of nature have been expected to live long, was a 
terrible shock to a daughter, who was not so much 
younger as to be without fears for her own life, and 
who had besides been so used to nursing the good old 
man, and looking to his little comforts, that she missed 
him as a mother would miss an ailing child. The expi- 
ration of the lease was a grievance and a puzzle of a 
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different nature. Her landlord would have willingly 
retained his excellent tenant, but not on the terms on 
which she then held the land, which had not varied for 
fifty years : so that poor Mrs. Sally had the misfortune 
to find rent rising and prices sinking both at the same 
moment — a terrible solecism in political oeconomy. 
Even this, however, I believe she would have endured 
, rather than have quitted the house where she was bom, 
and to which all her ways and notions were adapted, 
had not a priggish steward, as much addicted to im- 
provement and reform as she was to precedent and es- 
tablished usages, insisted on binding her by lease to 
spread a certain number of loads of chalk on every 
field. This tremendous innovation, for never had that 
novelty in manure whitened the crofts and pightles of 
Courts Farm, decided her at once. She threw the pro- 
posals into the fire, and left the place in a week. 

Her choice of a habitation occasioned some wonder 
and much amusement in our village world. To be sure, 
upon the verge of seventy, an old maid may be permit- 
ted to dispense with the more rigid punctilio of her 
class, but Mrs. Sally had always been so tenacious on 
the score of character, so very a prude, so determined 
an avoider of the ^^ men folk,'* (as she was wont con- 
temptuously to call them,) that we all were conscious 
of something like astonishment, on finding that she and 
her little handmaiden had taken up their abode in one 
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end Qf a spacious fsinn-lioiise^elongjng. to the bluff pid 
bachejor, Gteorge Robiuson of the l.ea. Npw; farmer 
Robinson was quite as potpripus for bis aversion to pet- 
ticoated things, as; Mrs. SjaUy fprter.batredjtp.tbe utt- 
feather^d- bipeds v^hpw^SM^.dpublet an(i hose>, spjftiat 
there was a little astoniBhment in that quarter. tpp> and 
plenty of jests, which th^ hpn^$ farmer speedjly si- 
lenced^ by telling sjl who joked on; the subject |hat he 
had given his lodger fair warning, that, let [people ^ay 
what they would, he .wa? quite determined not tp mqrry 
her ; so that, if she bad any views that wfiy^ it yfoM be 
better for her to go elsewhere. This: declaration, wbich 
must be admitted to have been naore.reBnarl^ble. for 
frankness thanciyilily^ made, however, no ill vnpression 
on Mis. Sajly. . To the fanner's she^w€»t,:and at his 
hpuse she lives still, with tier little maid, her tabby cat, 
a decrepit ^hoep^d^^, and n^ttch of the lumber of ; Court* 
f^araeij whidn 3she <5pidd. not^ fi?id m her heart to part 
fcom. There she fpUpWa her oH ways and her old 
hours^ uiktempted by laatripony, a^d unassa^ed (as far 
as I hear): .by love or by SfC^mdal, with ::^io other g^eyance 
than an occasional dearth of employment for herself and 
her young la^,Xeven pewter dishes do c^ot always want 
scouring,) and now jand then a twinge of die rheuma- 
tism. 

Here she is, that good relique of the olden time— 
for, in spite of her whims and prejudices, a better and a 
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kinder woman never lived — here ste i$, with the hood 
of her red cloke puUed over her close black bonnet of 
that silk which once (it may be presumed) was feshion- 
able, siace it is still called mode> and her whole stout 
figure huddled up in a miscdlaneous and most substan- 
tial covering of thick jpetlicoats, gowns, aprons, shawls^ 
ai&d cloke's,— a weight wlHch it requures the strength of 
a thresher to walk under — here she is with her square 
honest visi^ and. her loud frank voice ; — and we hold 
9 pleasant disjointed chat of rheumatisnrs and early 
ehickens, bad weather, and hats with feathers in them ; 
-rHdie last exceedingly sore. subject being introduced 
by poor J^me Davies, (a cousin of Mrs. Sally,) who, 
passing'u's in a beaver bonnet on her road from school, 
stopped to drop her Utile curtsy, and wai roundly 
scolded for her ctvflit]^. Jane, who is a gentle, hum- 
ble, smiling ks^ about twelve yeafs old, receives so 
many rebukes €rbm her worthy .xelative, and bears them 
so meekly, that I sihoald not wonder if they^ were to be 
followed by a legacy : I sincerely wish they may. Well, 
iU last we said goodbye ; when, on inquiring my desti- 
nation, and hearing^^hat I wias. bent to the ten-acre 
eopse, (part of the feurm which she ruled jso long») Ae 
stopped me to teU a dismal story. of two sheep-sti^alers 
who sixty yeans ago werefound hidden in that copse, 
and only taken after gieat difficulty and resistance, and 
the maiming of a peace-officer. — " Pray don't go there, 
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Miss! For mercy's sake don't be so venturesome! 
Think if they should kill you !" were the last words of 
Mrs. Sally. 

Many thanks for her care and kindness ! But with- 
out being at all fool-hardy in general, I have no great 
fear of the sheep-stealers of sixty years ago. Even if 
they escaped hanging for that exploit, I should greatly 
doubt their being in case to attempt another. So on 
we go : down the short shady lane, and out on the 
pretty retired green, shut m by fields and hedge-rows, 
which we must cross to reach the copse. How lively 
this green nook is to-day, half covered with cows and 
horses and sheep ! And how glad these frolicksome 
greyhounds are to exchange the hard gravel of the high 
road for this pleasant short turf, which seems made for 
their gambols ! How beautifully they are at play, chas- 
ing each other round and round in lessening circles^ 
darting off at all kinds of angles, crossing and recross-: 
ing May, and trying to win her sedateness into a game 
at romps, turning round on each other with gay defi- 
ance, pursuing the cows and the colts, leaping up as if 
to catch the crows in their flight ; — all in their harmless 

and innocent *•* Ah wretches ! villains ! rascals I 

four-footed mischiefs ! canine plagues ! Saladin ! Brin- 
dle.!"— They are after the sheep—" Saladin, I say f— 
They, have actually singled out that pretty spotted 
lamb — " Brutes, if I catch you ! Saladin, Brindle T' 
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We shall be taken up for sheep-stealing presently our- 
selves. They have chased the poor little lamb into a 
ditch, and are mounting guard over it, standing at bay 
— " Ah wretches, I have you now ! for shame, Saladin ! 
Get away, Brindle ! See how good May is. Off with 
you, brutes ! For shame ! For shame !" and brandish* 
ing a handkerchief, which could hardly be an efficient 
instrument of correction, I succeeded in' driving away 
the two puppies, who after all meant nothing more than 
play, although it was somewhat rough, and rather too 
much in the style of the old fable of the boys and the 
frogs. May is gone after them, perhaps to scold them ; 
for she has been as grave as a judge during the whole 
proceeding, keeping ostentatiously close to me, and 
taking no part whatever in the mischief. 

The poor little pretty lamb ! here it lies on the bank 
quite motionless, frightened I believe to death, for cer- 
tainly those villains never touched it. It does not stir. 
Does it breathe ? Oh yes, it does ! It is alive, safe 
enough. Look, it opens its eyes, and, findiigg the coast 
clear and its enemies far away, it springs up in a mo- 
ment and gaillops to its dam, who has stood bleating 
the whole time at a most respectful distance. Who 
would suspect a lamb of so much simple cunning ? I 
really thought the pretty thing was dead — and now 
• how glad the ewe is to recover her curling spotted little 
one ! How fluttered they look ! Well ! this adventure 
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has flufried me tod : between fright and funniiig, Iwar^f 
rant you, my heart beats ;as fast as the lahib's.. . 

Ah ! here is the shameless ytUain Saladin, the cause 
of the commotion, thrusting his slender nosejnto my 
hand to beg pardon and makeup! ^^Oh,wiekedest 
of soldand ! Most iniquitous pagan ! Soul c^ a Turk !" 
-^but there is no re^iilting th^ good^humoliEed crea* 
ture's penitence. I must pat. him. . "Theitel there! 
Now we will go to the copse, I am Bvbe we shall find no 
worse mak^tors than ourselves — ^diall we, May? — 
and the sooner we get out of sight of the sheep the 
better; for Brindle seems medicating another attack. 
Allans, messieurs, over this gate, across this meadow, 
and here is the copse." 

How boldly that superb ash-tree with its fine silver 
bark rises from the bank, and what a fine entrance it 
makes with the holly beside it, which also deserves to 
be called a tree I But here we are in thfe copse. Ah ! 
only one half of the underwood was cut last year, and 
the other is at its full growth ; hazel, briar, woodbine, 
bramble, forming lone impenetrable thicket, a)id almost 
uniting with the lower branches of the elms, slnd oaks, 
and beeches, which rise at regular distances over-head. 
No foot can penetratie that depse and thorny entangle- 
ment ; but there is a walk all round by the side of the 
wide sloping bank, walk and bank and copse carpeted 
witli primroseS; whose fresh and balmy odour impregnates 
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not the. primroses .Qfidy^.thos^, g^^ns of .flowers, but the 
natural mosaic o( which thsyvform a part : — ^liiat xiet- 
work of ground i^, with its lilac blo^lsoms and the sub- 
dued tint of its purplish leaves, those rich mosses, those 
enameled wild hyacinths, those spotted arums, and 
above all those wreaths of ivy linking all the flowers 
together with chains of leaves more beautiful than blos- 
soms, whose white veins seem swelling amidst the deep 
green or splendid brown ; — it is the whole earth that is 
so beautiful. Never surely were primroses so richly set, 
and never did primroses better deserve such a setting. 
There they are of their own lovely yellow, the hue to, 
which they have given a name, the exact tint of the 
butterfly that overhangs them (the first I have seen this 
year ! can spring really be coming at last ?) — sprinkled 
here and there with tufts of a reddish purple, and others 
of the purest white, as some accident of soil aflects that 
strange and inscrutable operation of nature, the colour- 
ing of flowers. Oh how fragrant they are, and how 
pleasant it is to sit in this sheltered copse, listening to 
the fine creaking of the wind amongst the branches, 
the most unearthly of sounds, with this gay tapestry 
under our feet, and the wood-pigeons flitting from tree 
to tree, and mixing their deep note of love with the ele- 
mental music. 

Yes ! spring is coming. Wood-pigeons, butterflies, 
13 
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and sweet flowers^ all give token of the sweetisst of the 
seasons! Spring is coming. The jiazel stalks are swel- 
ling and putting forth their pale tassels ; the satin palms, 
with their honeyed odours, are out on the willow, and 
the last lingering winter berries are dropping from the 
hawthorn, and makmg way for the bright and blossomy 
leaves. 
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One of the most unhappy persons whom it has been my 
fortune to encounter, is a pretty woman of thirty, or 
thereabout, healthy, wealthy, and of good repute, with a 
fine house, a fine family, and an excellent husband. A 
solitary calamity renders all these blessings of no avail : 
— the gentlewoman is touchy. This affliction has given 
a colour to her whole life. Her biography has a certain 
martial dignity, likp the history of a nation ; she dates 
from battle to battle, and passes her days in an intermin- 
able civil war. 

The first person who, long before she could speak, 
had the misfortune to offend the young lady, was her 
nurse ; then in quick succession four nursery maids, who 
were turned away, poor things! because Miss Anne 
could not/abide them ; then her brother Harry, by being 
bom, and diminishing her importance ; then three go- 
vernesses ; then two writing-masters ; then one music- 
mistress ; then a whole school. On leaving school, 
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affronts multiplied of coarse ; and she has been in a con- 
stant miiF with servants, tradespeople, relations and 
friends ever since; so that although really pretty (at 
least she would be so if it were not for a standing firown 
and a certain watchful defying look in her eyes), de- 
cidedly clever and accomplished, and particularly cha- 
ritable, as far as giving money goes, (your ill-tempered 
woman has often that redeeming grace,) she is known 
only by her one absorbing quality of touchiness, and is 
dreaded and hated accordingly by every one who has the 
honour of her acquaintance. 

Paying her a visit is one of the most formidable things 
that can be imagined, one of the trials which in a small 
way d^ftiand the greatest resolution. It is so difficult to 
find whait to say. You must make up your mind to the 
aflkir as you do when going into a shower bath. Differ- 
ingfrom her isobviously pulling the string ; and agreeing 
with her too often or too pointedly is nearly as bad: 
she then suspects you of suspecting her infirmity, of 
which she has herself a glimmering consciousness, and 
treats you with a sharp touch of it accordingly. But 
what is there that she will not suspect ? Admire the 
colours of a new carpet, and she thinks you are looking 
at some invisible hole ; praise the pattern of a morning 
cap, and she accuses you of thinking it too gay. She 
has an ingenuity of perverseness which brings all sub- 
jects nearly to a level. The mention of her neighbours 
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is evidently taboo^ since it is at least twenty to (me but 
she is in a state of affiont with nine-tenths of them ; her 
own family are also taboo for the same reason. Books 
ar& particularly un&afe. She stands vibrating on the 
pinnacle wher^ twa fears meet, ready to be suspected of 
blue-stockingism on the one hand, or of ignorance and 
frivolity on the other, just as the woik you may chance 
to name, happens to be recondite or popular ; nay some- 
tiines. the. same production i^ll exdte.both feelings, 
^^ H^Ye you read Hajji Baba/' said I to her ime day 
la^t. \ri»ter,. " Hajji Baha the Persian"-^" Really, 
Ma'am, I am no orientalist."—^'' ^^jj^ Baba the clever 
Persian tale V* continued J, determined not to be daunt-^ 
ed, " I believe, Miss M,*' rejoined she, '* that you 
think I have nothing better to do than to i«ad notek.^ 
And so she snip-snaps to the end of the visit. Even 
the Scotch novels, which she does own to reading, are 
no resource in her desperate case. There we are ship- 
wjrecked on the rocks of taste. A difTerenee there is 
fatal. She takes to those delicious books as personal 
|A0perty^ and spreads over them the prickly shield of her 
protection in the same spirit with which she aj^ropriates 
her husband and her children ; is hufJy if you prefer 
Ghiy Maunering to the Antiquary, and quite jealous if 
you presume to praise Jeanie Deans ; thus cutting off 
his Majesty's lieges from the most approved topic of 
discussion among civilized people, a neutral ground as 
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open and various as the weather, and far more delight- 
ful. But what did I say ? The very weather is with 
her no prudent word. She pretends to skill in that 
science of guesses commonly called weather-wisdom, 
and a fog, or a shower, or a thunder-storm, or the blessed 
sun himself, may have been rash enough to contradict 
her bodements, and put her out of humour for the day. 
Her own name has all her life long been a fertile 
source of misery to this unfortunate lady. Her maiden 
name was Smythe, Anne Smythe. Now Smythe, al- 
though perfectly genteel and unexceptionable to look 
at, a pattern appellation on paper, was in speaking, 
no way distinguished from the thousands of common 
Smiths who cumber the world. She never heard that 
" word of fear," especially when introduced to a new 
acquaintance, without looking as if she longed to spell 
it. Anne was bad enough ; people had housemaids of 
that name, as if to make a confusion ; and her grand- 
mamma msisted on omitting the final e, in which im- 
portant vowel was seated all it could boast of elegance 
or dignity ; and once a brother of fifteen, the identical 
brother Harry, an Etonian, a picklo^ one of that order 
of clever boys who seem bom for the torment of their 
female relatives, " foredoomed their sister* s soul to 
cross," actually went so far as to call her Nancy ! She 
did not box his ears, although how near her tingling 
fingers* ends approached to that consummation it is not 
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my business to tell. Having suffered so much from the 
perplexity of her equivocal maiden name, she thought 
herself most lucky in pitching on the thoroughly well-> 
looking and well-sounding appellation of Morley for the 
f est of her life* Mrs. Morley — ^nothing could be better. 
For once there was a word that did not affiront her. 
The first alloy to this satisfaction was her perceiyin^ on 
the bridal cards, Mr. and Mrs. B, Morley, and hearing 
that close to their future residence lived a rich bachelor 
uncle, till whose death that fearful diminution of her 
consequence, the Mrs. B. must be endured. Mrs. B. ! 
The brow began to wrinkle — ^but it was the night before 
the wedding, the uncle had mlule some compensation' 
for the crime of being bom thirty years before his nephew 
in the shape of a superb set of emeralds, and by a for- 
tunate mistake, she had taken it into her head that B. 
in the present case, stood for Btuul, so that the loss of 
dignity being .compensated by an encrease of elegance, 
she boie the sj^k pretty well. It was not till the next 
mooung durii^g the ceremony, that the full extent of her 
.eiiaery burst upon her, and she found that B. stood not 
for Basil, but for Benjamin. Then the veil fell off; then 
the.fuU horror of her situation, the affront of being a 
If rs. Benjamin, stared her full in the face ; and certainly 
but for the accid^t of her being struck dumb by in- 
dignation, she.ney«r would have married a man so ig* 
Dobiy christened. Her fete has been even worse than 
f 
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then iq)pear6d pfxxbable ; for her huflband, dii exceed- 
hig^y popuhr and convfrkd person, was known all otet 
his own county by the famSiar dhninutive of h£l fll- 
omened appellation; so that she feund herself not 
meidy a Mrs. Benjamin^ but a Mrs. Ben., the wife of a 
Ben Morley, junior^ esq* (for the peo^ant-uncle was also 
godft&er and namesake) the future mother of a Ben 
Morley the thi)pd«*^Oh^ the Miss Smithi the Ann^ even 
the Nancy, durai^ into nothing when compared with 
that diort word. ' 

Neither is die altogether feee from mislbitunes on her 
side of the house. There is a terrible misaUianee in her 
own family. Her fefouiite aunt, the ^i^idow of an officer 
with fhre portionless chil.(h»n, became one fair mommg 
the vrife of a ridt mercer in Cfaeapsidey thus at a strolss 
gaining comfort and losbg caste. The numner in which 
this afiected poor Mrs* Ben Morley is inconceivable* 
She talked of the unhappy connection, as aunts are 
wont to talk when nieces get paired at Qretna Oreen^ 
wrote a formal renunciati(m of the culprit, and hn con* 
sidered herself insulted ever since if any one mentions a 
sSk gown in h^ presence. Another affliction^ brought 
on her by herown family, is tiie production of a &rce by 
her brother Harry (bom for her plague) at Covent Garden 
31ieatre. The fane was damned, as the author (a dever 
ycba^ Temfdeor) declares tao$t deservedly. He bore the 
eatasUfophe with great heroism ; and celebrated its dpwn» 
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tA by veotiiig sitndry good pans and drinking ftn extra 
bdte df daiet ; leanag^to Atme, sister Aaoe, the plea* 
sant emj^ymeat of Asnbig ovor his discomfitiare-^a 
(ask wlilch Ae performed con amore. Attoia, mahagen 
audience and author, seyenteen newspapers Hod three 
magaEines, had the misfoytune to displeate her on this 
oecasion ;-i^^ short, Ihe nrhoto town. Theatres, and 
iievvspa{tas^ crkitis and the drama, have been banished 
ftom her eonvccsation ever sinl^e; She woald as heve 
talk of a silk^mereer* 

• Vext after hier risiloitt)^ her coitespondents are to be 
pitied; they had need kwk to their P's and Qfs, their 
spelling HtA their statfonery . If you write a note to her, 
be save tfaart thct paper is the best doable post, hot- 
pressed aoad gilt edged; that yonr pen is ift good order; 
that yoar ^ ddaor MadadMi'' hai^ a pfdpior niscture of 
tegBod and respect ; and that yoor foUings and sealings 
are iMi!SXcepti0nable, She is of a sort to faint at the 
ifbs^nei^of an envdope, and td dieof a wafer. Note, 
iiliOfe aM, that your addresabe perfect ; that your to be 
dOl ftiitfgottern ; lliat tfaeofiendiiig Benfamin be onntted; 
and that the style and title of her monsiony Shawford 
Mkve^ HovBE, be setfbith in ftiU glory. And when 
^Ois is siclA«ved, makft u{f ywr ndod to her taking some 
inexplicoMe dftont alter aB. Tbnea fertanate wtndd 
he be wh« could put twenty vi^rds toget|ier without 
affioftting her. Bbsidas t^ is gieat at a sicornfid reply, 
f2 
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and shall keepiip a quarrelling conespondence with any 
lady in Great Britain. Her letters are like challenges i 
and, but for the protection of the petticoat, she would 
have fought fifty duels, and have been either killed or 
quieted long ago. 

If her husband had been of her temper, she would 
have brought him into twenty scrapes, but he is as unlike 
her as possible ; a good*humoiired rattling creature with 
a perpetual festivity of temper and a propensity to mo- 
tion and laughter, and all sorts of merry mischief, like a 
schoolboy in the holidays, which felicitous personage he 
resembles bodily in his round ruddy handsome face, his 
dancing black eyes, curling hair, and light active figure, 
the young^t man that ever saw forty* His pursuits 
have the same ha^^y juvenility* In the summer he fishes 
and plays cricket; in the winter he hunts and courses ; 
and what with grouse and partridges, pheasants and 
"woodcocks, wood-p^eons and flappers, he contrives 
pretty tolerably to shoot all the year round. Moreover, 
he attends revels, races, assizes, and quarter-sessions ; 
drives stage coaches, patronises plays, is steward to con- 
certs, goes to every dance within forty miles, and tdks 
of standing for the county ; so that he has no time to 
quarrel with his wife or for her, and afironts her twenty 
times an hour siniply by giving h6r her own way. 

To the popularity of this universal favourite, for th^ 
restless sociability of his temper is invaluable in a dull 
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country neighbourhood, his wife certainly owes the tole- 
ration which bids fair to render her incorrigible. She is 
fast approaching to the melancholy condition of a pri- 
vileged person, one put out of the pale of civilized so- 
ciety* People have left off being angry with her, and 
begin to shrug up their shoulders and say it is her way, 
a species of placability which only provokes her the 
more* For my part, I have too great a desire to obtain 
her good opinion to think of treating her in so shabby a 
manner ; and as it is morally certain that we shall never 
be friends whilst we visit, I intend to try the effect of 
non-intercourse, and to break with her outright. If she 
reads this article, which is very likely, for she is addicted 
to new publications, and thinks herself injured if a book 
.be put into her hands with the leaves cut, — if she reads 
only half a page she will inevitably have done with me 
for ever.^ If not, there can hardly be any lack of a suf- 
ficient (]^uanel in her company ; and then, when we have 
ceased to speak or to curtsy, and fairly sent each othe^ 
to Coventry, there can be no reason why we should not 
be on as civil terms as if the one lived at Calcutta^ and 
the other at New York.' 
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I PIQUE myself on knowing by liiglrt, and by name, 
almost every man and boy in our parish^ from eight years 
old to eighty — I cannot say quite so much for the women. 
They — ^the elder of them at least, — are more within 
doorSy more hidden. One does not meet them in the 
fields and highways ; their duties are close housekeepers, 
and live under cover. The girls, to be sure, are often 
enough in sight, ^ true creatures of the element^ 
basking in the sun, racing in the wind, rolling in the 
dust, dabbling in the water, — hardier, dirtier, noisier, 
more sturdy defiers of heat, and cold, and wet, than boys 
themselves. One sees them quite often enough to know 
them ; but then the little elves alter so much at every 
step of their approach to womanhood, that recognition 
becomes difficult, if not impossible. Tt is hot merely 
growing, boys grow ; — it is positive, perplexing and per- 
petual change: a butterfly hath not undergone more 
transmogrifications in its progress through this life, than* 
a village belle in her arrival at the age of seventeen. 
The first appearance of the little lass is -something 
10 
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after the manner «f a caterpEktr, crawling and creeping 
upon the grass, set down to roll by some tired little nurse 
of an elder sister, or mother with her hands full. There 
it lies — a fat, boneless, rosy piece of health, aspiring to 
the accomplishments of walking and talking ; stretchii^ 
its chubby limbs ; scrambling and sprawlbg ; laughing 
and roaring ; there it sits, in all the dignity of the baby, 
adorned m a pink-checked ficodc, a blue spotted pinalbre, 
and a little whke cap, tolerably clean, and quite whole. 
Oneisforced toaskif it beboyorgirl; for these hardy 
country rogues are aU alike, open eyed, and weather- 
stained, a^d nothing fearing. Theie is no more mark of 
sex in the countenance than in the dress. 

In the next stage, dirt-encnisted enough to pass for 
the chrysalis, if it were not so very unquiet, the gender 
remains equally uncertain. It is a fine, stout, curly-pated 
(feature of three or four, flaying and rolling about, 
amongst grass or mud ^1 day long; shouting, jumping, 
screeching — ^the happiest compound of noise and idle- 
ness, rags and reb^on, Ihat ever trod the earth. 

Then comes* a sun-burnt gipsy of six, beginning to 
grow tall and thin, and to find the cares of the world 
gathering about hen ; with a pitcher in one hand, a mop 
in the other, an old straw bonnet of ambiguous shape, 
half hiding her tangled hair ; a tattered stuff petticoat, 
once green, hanging below an equally tattered cotton 
frock, once purple; her longing eyes fixed on a game 
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of baseball at the comer of the green^ till she reaches 
the cottage door, flings down the mop and pitcher, and 
darts off to her companions, quite regardless of the storm 
of scolding with which the mother follows her run-away 
steps. 

So the world wags till ten ; then the little damsel gets 
admission to the charity school and trips mincingly 
thither every morning, dressed in the old-fashioned blue 
gown, and white cap, and tippet, and bib and apron of that 
primitive institution, looking as demure as a Nun, and 
as tidy ; her thoughts fixed on button-holes, and spelling- 
books — those ensigns of promotion ; despising dirt and 
baseball, and all their joys. 

Then at twelve, the little lass comes home again, un- 
capped, untippeted, unschooled ; brown as a berry, wild 
as a colt, busy as a bee^working in the fields, digging 
in the garden, frying rashers, boiling potatoes, shelling 
beans, darning stockings, nursing children, feedinjg pigs; 
— all these employments varied by occasional . fits of 
romping and flirting, and idle play, according as the 
nascent coquetry, or the lurking love of sport, happens 
to preponderate; merry, and pretty, and good with all 
her little faults. It would be well if a country girl could 
stand at thirteen. Then she is charming. But the 
clock will move forward, and at fourteen she gets a ser- 
vice in a neighbouring town ; and her next appearance 
is in the perfection of the butterfly state, fluttering, glit- 
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tering, inconstant, vain, — ^the gayest and gaudiest inftect 
that ever skimmed over a village green. And this is 
the true progress of a rustic beauty, the average lot of 
our country girls ; so they spring up, flourish, change 
^nd disappear. Some indeed marry and fix amongst 
us, and then ensues another set of changes, rather more 
gradual perhaps, but quite as sure, till gray hairs, 
wrinkles, and lindsey-woolsey, wind up the picture. 

All this is beside the purpose. If woman be a mu- 
table creature, man is not. The wearers of smock frocks, 
in spite of the sameness of the uniform, are almost as 
easily distinguished by an interested eye, as a flock of 
sheep by the shepherd, or a pack of houiids by the 
huntsman; or to come to less affronting similes, the 
members of the House of Commons by the Speaker, or 
the gentlemen of the bar by the Lord Chief Justice. 
There is very little change in them from early boyhood. 
'^ The child is father to the man" in more senses than 
one. There is a constancy about them ; they keep the 
same faces however ugly; the same habits however 
strange; the samefashions however unfashionable; they 
are in nothing new fangled. Tom Coper, for instance, 
man and boy, is and has been addicted to posies,— from 
the first polyanthus to the last china rose, be has always 
a nosegay in his^button hole ; Geo]^ Simmons may be 
known a mile off, by an eternal red waistcoat ; Jem 
Tanner, summer and winter, by the smartest of all smart 
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stiBW hal8 ; and Joel Bieat, (torn the day that he ieft 
off pettii)oats, h^ always^ in erery dress aod e^ery situa- 
tion looked like a study lor a painter-^no mistakii^ 
him. Yes ! I knpw every mitn and boy of note in the 
parish, with one exceptions-one most signal exception, 
which ** haunts, and startles and waylays'' me at every 
tarn. I dp not know, and I begin to fear that I never 
shall know Jack Hatdi. 

The first time I had occasion to hear of diis worthy 
was on a most melancholy occurroice. We have lost 
«-I do not like to talk about it, but I cannot teli my 
story without — We have lost a cricket match, been 
beaten, and soundly top, by the men of Beech-hill, a 
neighbouring pansh. How this accident happened, I 
cannot very well teU ; tbe melancholy fact is sufficient. 
The men of Beeeh-hill, famous players, in whose families 
cricket ii^ an hereditary accomplishment, challenged and 
beat us. After our deleat, we began to comfort our- 
selves by endeavouring to discover how tkia misfortune 
could possibly have befallen. Every one that has ever 
bad a cold, must have experienced the great consolation 
that is derived from puzzling out the particular act of 
imprudence £rom which it eprang, and we on the same 
principle, found our affliction somewhat mitigated by 
the endeavour to txace it to its source. One laid the 
catastirophe to the wind — a very common scape goat in 
the catarrhal calamity — which had, as it were, played 
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118 booty^ carrying -wot adversary's balls right and ours 
wrong ; another laid it to a certain ^catc^ missed by 
Took Witiis, by v4iiek means Farmer Thackum, the 
pride and glory of the Beech'-hiUers, had two innings ; 
a third lo th6 aforesaid Thackam's vemarkaUe manner 
of bowUng, which is circaiar, so to say, that ia, after 
taking aim, he makes a sort of chassee on one side, be« 
fore he delivers his bs^, which pantomimic motion had 
a gneat effect oat^e nerves of our eleve»y unused to such 
quadriliing; a fourth «nputed our defeat to the over 
diviHtyof our umpke, George Gossekme^a sleek, smooth, 
silky, soft-spoken person, who stood with his little wimd 
under his arm, smiling ihrough sJl our disasters — ^the 
very image of peace and good humour ( whilst their 
umpire, Boib (^oxe, aroystering, roaring, bullying Hade, 
bounced, and hectored, and blustered from his wicket, 
with the v<Mce of a twelve-pounder; tliejifth ass^ted to 
this opinion, with some extension, assertmg that the 
universal impudence of their side took advantage <^ the 
meekness and modesty of ours^ (N. B. it never occurred 
to our modesty, that they might be the best players) 
which flattering persuasion appeared Hkely to prevail, in 
fault of a better, when all on a sudden, the true reason 
of our defeat seemed to burst at once from half a dozen 
voices, re«echoed like a chorus by all the others — " It 
was entirely owing to thie want of Jack Hatch \ How 
could we think of playing without Jack Hatch V 
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This was the first I heard of him. My enquiried as 
to this great player were received with utter astonishment. 
" Who is Jack Hatch T " Not know Jack Hatch T 
There was no end to the wonder. — " Not to know him^ 
argued myself unknown." " Jack Hatch — the best 
cricketer in the parish, in the county, in the country I 
Jack Hatch who had got seven notches at one hit I 
Jack Hatch, who had trolled, and caught out a whole 
eleven ! Jack Hatch, who besides these marvellous gifts 
in cricket, was the best bowler and the best musician in 
the hundred,— could dance a hornpipe and a minuet;^ 
sing a whole song-book, bark like a dog, mew like a cat, 
crow like a cock, and go through Punch from beginning 
to end ! Not know Jack Hatch !'* 

Half ashamed of my non-acquaintance with this 
admirable Crichton of rural accompli^ments, I de- 
termined to find him out as soon as as possible, and I 
have been looking for him more or less, ever since. 
• The cricket-ground and the bowling green were of 
course, the first places of search ; but he was always just 
gone, or not come, or he was there yesterday, or he is 
expected to-morrow — a to-morrow, which as far as I 
am concerned never arrives; — the stars were against 
me. Then I directed my attention to his other ac^ 
quirements; and once followed a ballad-smger half a 
mile who turned out to be a strapping woman in a 
man's great coat; and another time pierced a whole 
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mob of urckms to get at a capital Punck — when behold 
^k was the genume man oi puppets, the true squeakery, 
the << real SimOn Pure/' and Jack was as much to seek 
as ever. 

At last I thought that I had actually caught him, 
and on his own peculiar field, the cricket-ground. We 
abound in rustic fun, and good humour, and of course 
in nick-names. A certain senior of fifty, or thereabout^ 
for instance, of very juvenile habits and inclinadons, 
who plays at ball, and marbles, and cricket, with all the 
boys in the parish, and joins a kind merry buoyant 
heart to an aspect somewhat rough and care-worn, has 
no other appellation that ever I heard but " Uncle ;" I 
don't think, if by any strange chance he were called by 
it, that he would know his own name. On the other 
hand, a little stunted pragmatical urchin, son and heir 
of Dick Jones, an absolute old man cut shorter, so 
slow, and stiff, and sturdy, and wordy, passes univer-' 
sally by the tide of ** Grandfather'* — I have not the 
least notion that he would answer to Dick. Also a 
slim, grim-looking, 'white-headed lad, whose hair is 
bleached, and his skin browned by the sun, 'till he is as 
hideous as an Indian idol, goes, good laqk! by the 
pastoral misnomer of the ^' Gentie Shepherd." Oh 
manes of Allan Ramsay J the Gentle Shepherd ! 

Another youth, regular at cricket, but never seeii 
except then, of unknown parish, and parentage, and 
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^ii^^ar lAicoufhae^ft of person^ dress, aad dem^andwr, 
rough as a badger^ i^agged as a colt, and sour as ret- 
)taee, was known^ far more appropriately^, by the cogno- 
men of " Oddity." Him, in my secret soul, I pitched 
on for Jack Hatch. Ih the first plaice, 9t9 I had in the 
one case a man urithout a name, and in thei other a 
naine without a man^ to have found these component 
. puBta of individuality meet in the saiAe person^ to haire 
made the man fit the nkmti and the name fit the man, 
would have been as pretty a way of solmg two enigmas 
ail once, as hath beenhesfd of since €Edip«& Iub day* 
But; berides ihe obvious convenienoe and suitabMity of 
this- belief, I had dkvBta .other corroborating reasi^ns. 
Oddity was youngs so itas Jack ;-^Oddity came up the 
hiU boiA kaward^ so must Jack ;^^Oddjty wsis a capt* 
tal cricketer^ so was Jack ;<*«'<Mdity did not play in our 
unlucky Beeeh-hSl mafoh,. neither did Jank^^and^ 
last oi all^ Oddity's n^e wa» Jack^ a faiet I was fof'' 
tunate enou^ to aseerlaia from: a pretty dtoisd wha 
walked up witii him to the ^und on^ evening, and 
who on seeing hun bowl out Tom Coper, could' not heljp 
exclaimiig in soliJoquy, as she stood a few yardis be-> 
hind usy koking on with aM h&t heart,. *' Well done, 
Jack Y' That moment bu9t up all my hopes; the next 
knocked &em down« I thoq^ I had cilAcbod him, 
but willing to make assurance douUy sa«e, I turned to 
my psetty n^ghbour, (Jack Hateh too had a sweeC- 
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li^ft) and said in a tone half affirmtitive) half ititerroM 
gatory, ** That young man who pUiys so wdl is Jack 
Hatch ?''—<< No, ma'am, Jack Bolton I" and Jack Hatch 
remained still a sound, a name, a mockery. 

Weill at last I ceased ia look forhim, and mi^t 
possibly ha^e forgotten my curiosity, had not every week 
produced some circomstance to rehimine th&t active fe- 
male passbiu 

I seemed beset by has name, and his pretence mvisi- 
bly aa it were*. .^^ Witt of the mgp k nothing to him ; 
Pnek, in that famous Midaonufier Dreett^ va» a quiel 
goblin compared to Jack Hatch. He haunts ^e in 
dark placea;^ The fiddlfir, whose merry tones eome 
ringing across the orehaid in a winter's night from 
Farmer White's bam, setting the whole village a danc- 
ing, is Jack Hatch. The whistler, who trudges home- 
-wari. at dusk up Kibe's lanes, ottt-pii^ng the mghtin- 
gale, in her own month Of May, is Jack Hntch. And 
the inde&tigable learns of the bassoon, whose dn>ne» 
all last harvest, might be heaard in the twilight, issning 
£rom the aexton^s dKelling on the Little Lea, ** making 
night hideona^" dial iidquitous practiser is Jack Hatch. 

The name meets me in all manner of ways. ^ I have 
seen it in the newspc^r for a prize of pinks; and on 
the back o£ a warrant on the chaoge of poaehing ; — 
N. B« the oQkistable had my luck, i»k) coukl not find 
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the culprit, otherwise I might have had some chailce of 
seeing liim on that occasion. Things the most remote 
and discrepant issue in Jack Hatch. He caught Dame 
Wheeler's squirrel ; the magpie at the Rose owes to 
him the half dozen phrases with which he astoutids and 
delights the passers by ; the very dog Tero, — Bh animal 
of singular habits^ who sojourns occasionally at half the 
houses in the village, making each his home till he is 
afironted — Tero himself, best and ugliest of finders^-a 
mongrel compounded of terrier, cur, and spaniel-— Tero, 
most remarkable of ugly dogs, inasmuch as he con- 
stantly squints^, and commonly goes on three legs, hold- 
hig up first one, and then the other, out of a sort of 
quadrupedal economy to ease those useful members — ^ 
Tero hhnself is said to belong of right and origin to Jack 
Hatch. 

Every where that name meets me. 'Twas but a few 
weeks ago that I heard him asked in church, and a day 
or two afterwards I saw the tail of the wedding pro* 
cession, the little lame clerk handing the bridemaid, 
and a girl from the Rose running after them with pipes, 
passing by our house. Nay, this very morning, some 
one was speaking — Dead! what dead? Jack Hatch 
dead? — a name, a shadow, a Jack o' lantern! Can 
Jack Hatch die ? Hath he the property of mortality ? 
Can the bell toll for him ? Yes ! there is the coffin and 
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the pall — all that I shall ever see of him is there ! — 
There are his comrades following in decent sorrow — 
and the poor pretty bride, leaning on the little clerk — 
My search is over — Jack Hatch is dead ! 
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- MY SCHOOL-FELLOWS# 

** Five pupils were my stint, the other 
I took to compliment his mother.'* 

pleader's guide. 

All the world knows what a limited number of pupils 
means ; our stint was^ twenty ; and really, considering 
the temptations of great girls, very great girls, too old to 
learn, as parlour-boarders ; and little girls, very little 
girls, too young to learn, as pets, we kept to it vastly 
well. We were not often more than thirty ; principally 
because the house would not, with a proper regard to 
health and accommodation^^points never forgotten by 
ourexcellently-intentioned governess conveniently con- 
tain a greater number. If the next house could have 
been procured, we should soon have increased to fifty ; 
and, indeed, might have gone on gradually multiplying 
till we had travelled half round the square : for Mrs. S. 
10 
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had always a difficulty in saying no-*-that iif;liea4 of 
monosyllables-^and the task was not re^ideied etder 
when she was beset by the mingled temptations of in- 
terestyflatteryyanda£fection. It was best as it was ; w» 
were quite enough, even though, early in my abode, a 
hcky accident incident to the state ridded us of thost 
anomalous personages, the parlour-boardevs. 

An old pupil having arrived at the presentation age, 
seventeen, and her guafdians not knowing exactly what 
to do with her, she was c<mtinued in H. P. upon that 
footing. I shall never forget the difference that one day 
made in this fair damsel. Tranriated on a sudden ftom 
the school-room to the drawing-room! preferred at onee 
over the heads of her felkyws ! I never saw such a chang*. 
Perhaps a parvenu of the Frendh Revdution might be 
something like it, or a boy officer in his fixat regimentals, 
or a knight of' the last edition, or an author the ni^t 
of a snccessful play« or a court beauty in her birth«day 
plumes, or any pther shuttlecodk pate, ^ddy with hap* 
piness and vanity. She w^ no worse, po<Nr tkin^, Cha» 
most girls of seventeen or eighteen; that transition stale 
when learning is laid aside and knowledge not eome; 
she was ostentatioady idle always, and affipontjiigly gra- 
eiotts, er asloundijigly impertinent by its and stots«-* 
patronised one day and forgot die next. No M . P. 
.ffe^ly elected for an independent borov^h ever oxpe- 
rienced a more sudden lose of memory. Th^re was w^ 
o 2 
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thing remarkable in this; but unluckily nature never 
intended our poor parvenue for a lady of consequence. 
She was bom to be a child all her days ; and, which was 
much worse, to look like one ; — ^the most insignificant 
little fair-haired girl that ever lived. Dress did nothing 
for her : her very milliner gave her up in despair. Gowns 
turned into frocks when tied round her slim straight 
waist ;«— caps, turbans, feathers, muf&, all artificial 
means of giving age, and size, and importance, failed in 
this unfortunate case. Never did a faded beauty take so 
much pains to look like a girl as she did to look like a 
woman. I beUeve that she would have consented to 
be dressed like her grandmother, if it would have made 
her seem as old. But all was in vain ; time only could 
cure her obstinate youthfulness of form and expression, 
and time travelled rather slower with the idle girl than 
he had been used to do with the busy one; so that, 
after a few days' display of her gay plumage, she wearied 
of her airs and her finery, and withdrew as much as 
possible from her old companions, to partake of the 
lajger. society and more varied amusements amongst 
which she began to be introduced. Three months after, 
i^e re-appeared in the school-room quite a diffi^rent crea- 
ture, absent^ pensive, languishing, silly beyond her. usual 
silliness, and in great want of a sympathising friend. 
She soon found one of course ; every '' Tilburina, mad 
ia white satin,'' may make sure of a ** confidante mad u^ 
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white dimity." She soon found a friend, a tall, sleepy-* 
eyed girl, as simple as herself — and then the closetings, 
the note-writings, the whisperings, the mystery, the im- 
portance ! The whole school was on tiptoe to find out 
the secret, and the confidante wa^ in great danger of 
telling, when, luckily for her reputation, the secret told 
itself. One fine night, when the moon shone brightly, 
the fair Tilburina set off for Gretna Green. Ait^r this 
we had no more pailour-boarders. 

But although we had no more parlour-boarders, we 
were fertile in great girls,— yoimg ladies sent from the 
country for " improvement," as the milliners say, who, 
after a seven years' apprenticeship- in some provincial 
faflhion-shop, come up to the capital to be finished : 
(alas ! they generally found that they had to begin) — or 
the desperately naughty and the hopelessly dull, banish- 
ed from home to be out of the way, and to try what 
school would do; — or the luckless daughters of the 
newly wealthy, on whom the magic air of a London se- 
minary was expected to work as sudden a transformation 
as the wand of Cinderella's fairy godmother. They were 
the most to be pitied. How often, during the fiery ordeal 
of the first half-year, they must have wished themselves 
poor again ! The most interesting of these unfortunate 
rich people were three sisters from Orkney, the youngest 
past sixteen, whose mother had unexpectedly succeeded 
to the large inheritance of an Indian cousin. They were 
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gentlewomen born and bred^ these Minnas and Brenditflr 
of the Shetland islands, though as wild and unformed 
and as much used to liberty ag their country ponies. 
UnaCcOti^ished they were of course, but they conld 
never hate been thought ignotant an^ where but in a 
London school. The mistake lay in sending them ther^, 
amongst a tribe of little {pedants with all the scaffolding 
of learning about them. Th^ ddest bore the ti^nsition 
pretty well. She had had health too delicate to enjoy 
in cdl ki licence her natural iVeedom ; and had fired two 
or three years with ah aunt in Edinbuigh, so that she was 
be(^ome in a manner reconciled to civilisation; besides 
ihe had a natnral taste for. elegance ^nd refinenrent, and 
gave her whole attention and free will to the difficult 
task 6f ^beginning at twenty to conquer the rudiments of 
Fteiioh and Italian, and music and drawing. The second 
sister weathered the storm aknost equally well, thou^ 
in a difiereiit manner. She was so ovet^owing widi 
health and spirits, so fearless and uncaring, so good^ 
hutnouredly open in confessing her deficiencies, and so 
wisdy regardless of lectures and exhortations, that she 
Pfod her w%y through the turmoil of lessons and masters, 
withottt losmg ah atom of her hardihood and buoyancy. 
To be siDre she learned nothing ; but th^ilB was no great 
harmintha%. Hdr younger sister was not so fortunlite 
'^Oh, that channing sister Anne! They vrere all 
fine tall ybung women, but Anne was something more. 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



MY BCHQQh'f^hLQYrS. 87 

I never saw any thing so lovely as b^ bright bloopiing 
complexion, her glittering blue eye$y.aod hex light agile 
form, when, in some cold windy morning that reminded 
her of Orkney, she wcmld bound across the garden, with 
her hat in her hand, and her brown cuiiing hair about 
b^ shoulders, forgetting in the momentary enjoyment, 
where she was and all around hepr. That blessed ob-* 
livion could not last long ; and then c^me the uncon- 
querable misery of i^ame and fear and shyness, a phy- 
sical want of lib^y and fresh air, and a passionate and 
hopeless longing for her early home. She pmed and 
withered away like a wild bird in a cage, or a hardy 
mcmntain plant in a hot-house; and, without any definite 
complaint, was literally dying under t^ united influence 
of confiDei:aent and «noke and the French grammar. 
They carried her into the country, first tp Richmond, 
then to Windsc^ Fprest ; but trees and quiet wai^rshad 
no power over her associations. They talked of a jour- 
ney to Italy,-^that was worse still; she loathed the 
^ sweet breath of the south." At last they were wiser ; 
&ey took her home : and the sw^t Anne, restored to 
her old haitnts and her own dear island, recovered. No« 
tiling els@ could have saved her. 

A complete c<mtrast to these lair Zetland^rs might be 
ioimd in another triad (^si^rs, old settlers in H. P., — 
short, dark, lively girls, who knew t^ school as men 
are said sometimes to know the town, and knew nothing 
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^e ; were clever there and there only. Their fkther, a 
widower and a man of business, sent them from home 
mere infants, and, providing kindly and carefully for 
their improvement and comfort, seldom sought to be 
pleased or troubled with their company. This was no 
hardship to these stirring spirits, who loved the busy 
stage on which they played such capital parts, foremost 
every where, especially in mischief, first to be praised 
and last to be found out. They were as nearly alike in 
age and stature, as three sisters bom at three different 
times well could be, — any two of them might have 
passed for twins ; and havmg in common a certain readi* 
ness of apprehension, a quickness of memory, and an ex- 
traordinary pliability of temper, as well as the brawn 
complexion, the trim small figure and quick black eye, 
they usually passed for fac-similesof one another in mind 
and person. There were differences; however, in both. 
Catharine, the eldest, was by far the most perfect spe- 
cimen of school craft. She was a manoeuvrer such as it 
did one good to see; got places and prizes nobody 
knew how ; escaped by a miracle from all scrapes ; was 
a favourite at once with the French teacher and the 
English ; was idle, yet cited for industry; naughty, yet 
held up as a pattern of good conduct ; thoroughly selfish, 
and yet not disliked. She was, in short, a perfect 
stateswoman ; wound the whole school round her finger; 
and wanted nothing of art but the art to conceal it. 
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Even that point she might have compassed, had not her 
features and voice stood in her way, — a lurking slyness 
in her smile and her eye, and a sort of falsetto tone in 
her speech. But she did no harm, and meant none. 
She drove straight to her objects, but she took care not 
to overset the passers by. Charlotte, the next sister, 
was not content with this negative merit ; she had all 
the address of her elder-bom, and made a more generous 
use of it ; got praise and prizes for herself, and pardons 
and hohdays for all the world. Hers was a real popu-^ 
larity — nobody could help loving Charlotte. She was 
like Catharine too ; but it was such a pretty likeness^ 
with her laughing gipsy face and her irresistible power 
of amusing. She was a most successful and daring 
mimic, made no scruple of taking people off to their 
faces, and would march out of the room after Mrs. S. or 
poor Madame with the most perfect and ludicrous imi- 
tation of the slow measured step of the one and the 
mincing trip of the other, the very moment after she had 
coaxed them out of some favour. Nevertheless, we all 
loved Charlotte; besides her delightful good humour, 
she used her influence so kindly, and was sure to take 
the weaker side. We all loved Charlotte. Jane, la 
cadette, more resembled Catharine, only her ambition 
was of a lower flight. She was a cautious diplomatist, 
and aimed less at success, than at safety, had a small 
quiet party amongst the younger fry, was the pet of the 
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housemaids, and won her way by little attentions^T-by 
mending gio?es, making pincushions, drawing patterns, 
and running on errands, in which last accomplishment 
she had an alertness so sui^rising, that Madame used 
to say she dazzled her eyes. In spite of her obliging'- 
nesD, nobody thought of loving Miss Jane ; but she got 
on astonishingly well without it, and managed her wisers 
and betters by fallii^ in with their ways. 

All our sist^B were not so much alike. One pair waa 
strikingiy different The eldest, the favourite of a very 
•illy mother, was a beauty, poor child, and subject to all 
the discifdine which growing beauties are fated to endure. 
Oh the lacing, liie bracing, the bonneting^ the veiling, 
the gloving, the staying within for fear of sun ai wind 
or frost or fog I Her mama woiUd fain have had her 
wear a mask to pi-eserve her complexi(»i, and so much 
dreaded the sweet touch of the air, that her poor victim 
seldom got out of do^nrsi and had little other exerci^ 
than dancing and the dumb bells. I am sure ^ would 
have given ^ all the w<Mrlds that people ever have to 
give," to be plain.. Morally leaking, perhaps, it was 
well for her that beauty should come in the shape of so 
diss^greeableacQOtfciousness; it effectually preserved her 
ftom vanity. She was a most genuine, kind-hearted, 
natural girl, thonmghly free from conceit or pretension 
of any kind. Her sister Julia had enough for both. 
Miss Jolia was the pet of a htiier^ who was, though in a 
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different fiiie» quite as silly as Ins wife ; and haying a 
toleralde memory^ a plodding spirit of application, and 
an unbounded appetite for applause, viSA in training for 
a learned lady, a blue stocking in embryo. What an itt-* 
sufferable little pedant it was, with its studies and its 
masters, more in number than the instructors of the bour*' 
ffeois gei/ailhdmmey its dictionaries of arts and scaences, 
and its languages widkout end ! Words! wi^ds! words! 
nothing but words 1 One idea would have put her out. 
It was a pity, too, for she was a goodoiiatured and well* 
meaning person, only so grave and dull and fointal. 
However precious her learning might have fae^n, she 
would have bought it dearly, for it cost her her youth- 
fulness, — at thirteen she was <dd. Neither did this m* 
cessant diligence teil as one mi^t have expected with 
her masters ; they praised her of course, and held her 
up us an €xam|^ to the clever and the idle ; but I don't 
think they would have been much charmed to have had 
many such pu{»ls, ^ Certainly she was the least m the 
world of a goose ; always trouUeaome in asking stupid 
questions, and more troul^some still in not understand* 
ing the answers. Once, indeed, she msMle a grand dis* 
play of 4Kuence and erudition. Mr. Walker came to 
give us a course of lectures, and Miss Julia puBed^onta 
little square red book, and made notes — ^notes in a sort 
of hieroglyphic, which shewas pleased to caH sh(»t4iand ; 
inpompiehensifale notts-^notes ihat may sometimes have 
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been paralleled Bince at the Royal Institution, biit which 
nobody had ever dreamed of in our school. Oh ! thc^ 
glory of those pot-hooks and hangers ! As if purposely 
to enhance her reputation, one of her class-fellows, who 
was in a careless idle way something of a rival to Miss 
Julia, happened to be an egregious coward, hated guns 
and gunpowder, squibs and crackers, and all those ini- 
quitous shocks and noises which are at once sudden and 
expected. She had sitten out, with grief and pain, by 
help of ducking her head, shutting her eyes, and putting 
her fingers in her ears, two or three popgun lectures on 
chemistry and mechanics; but when the electricity 
came, she could bear it no longer ; she fairly ran away, 
escaped unperceived in the melees and ensconced herself 
under her own bed, where she might have remained un- 
detected till doomsday, had not the unforeseen vigour 
of a cleanly housemaid, fresh from the country, fairly un- 
earthed her, actually swept her out Think, what a con- 
trast! What a triumph! Courage, and short-hand notes 
of lectures, on the one side ; cowardice, ignorance, and 
running away, on the other ! Miss Julia was never so tall 
in her life. The iclat of the little square book even con- 
soled her, when,, in the week after this adventure, a 
prize, for which she had been trying all the half-year^ 
was wrested from her by the runaway. 

Besides the usual complement of languid East Indians, 
and ardent Creoles, we had our full share of foreigners. 
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Of one dtanning Italian girl, much older than myself, I 
remember little but the sweet sighing voice, the graceful: 
motions, and the fine air of the head. I always think 
of her when I look at the Cartoons : — Raphael must 
have studied from such women. She left school shortly 
after my arrival there, and was succeeded by an exqui- 
sitely pretty Anglo-Portuguese, whom, from her name, 
her aversion to roast-pig — strange antipathy ! — and her 
regularly spending Saturday at home, we suspected (for 
it was not avowed) to be a Jewess. Be that as it may, 
she was the most splendid piece of natural colouring 
that I ever beheld. — ^An ivdry complexion, with cheeks 
and lips like damadk roses, black laughing eyes with 
long silky lashes, and rich clusters of black curls parting 
on her white brow. She was beauty itself. She soon 
went away too ; and then came the daughter of a crack- 
Brained Austrian Baron, straight from Vienna. There 
wiu» nothing remarkable in her fkce or person, except 
the tender expression of her large blue eyes : yet she 
was peculiar from her foreign dress and manner, and 
her ignorance of all languages save her native German, 
and so much Italian as might help her through the most 
ordinary wants and duties of the day. Above all, she 
was interesting from her gentleness, her melancholy, 
and her iearly and disastrous fate. She died suddenly 
during the summer hohdays. How many young hearts 
grieved for her, even amid the joys of home ; and how 
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we missed her sweet patieot looks, her few wQrdsr--&Il 
words of kindness, it seoned as if she could learn no 
other — when we returned ! We were not wise to griere ; 
her short life had been a life of sorrow, and the grave 
was her best resting-place. It is not wise — but still, 
after a lapse of twenty years, it saddens me to think of 
her death. And theie is another, and a far dearer 
schoolfellow, a foreigner, too, of whom I think almost 
as sadly ; for we are parted by such distance, that even 
now as I write I know not if she be alive or dead. I 
speak of the young countess C, sent firom Russia for 
the advantage of an English education, begun under a 
private governess, and concluded with us. She is diffi- 
cult to describe — ^perhaps because she was so simple and 
so grand. She resembled the Greek drama in her pure 
smd harmonious beauty ; and the gentle d^nity of her 
manner sustained the impression. Every body admired 
her, though only one dared to love her ; and die repaying 
that love by the most constant and cordial afiection, 
i^owed not much intercourse beyond a general kindness 
and good-win with the rest of our little worid. In truth, 
she had no time for intimacies ; she had a hunger and 
diirst for knowledge, such as I hasve never seen equalled ; 
knowledge of all sorts and degrees, from the most trify&g 
womanly occupations — making gumnieals^ imitating 
cameos, woiking frills, up to the severest manly studies, 
maAematics, and the classics. I neve^ saw any one so 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



MY SGHOOL-VEXLOWS. 95 

universally accomplished. Music, though she played 
well on many instraments, was perhaps the least striking 
of her acquirement^ ; drawing and languages the most 
so. Her English especially was enchantmg ; you could 
just distinguish her fix>m a native by an originality, a 
raciness, a floating grace, like that which pervades the 
letters of Mrs* Klopstock. Oh ! what a charming 
cvealaue she was ! How thoroughly free from vanity 
and self-K^onc^l her industry was astonishing: she 
used to apologise for it sometimes, as I sate at her side 
doing nothing. ** Really ,'' she would say, << she could 
not help it T'-^-as if her diligence had been a fault, and 
my idleness a virtue. The dear, dear Sophia 1 parting 
from her was my first sorrow. 

Last on our roll of foreigners, came two French girls; 
one of them merely a fair specimen of her pleasant nation 
— sprightly, good*humouied, amu»ng, and plain : the 
other a person of some note in -this chronicle, being — 
and it k saying much— beyond all manner of competition, 

the greatest dunce in the school. Zenobie de M 

had lost both her parents in the Revolution, and was 
under the care of an aunt, splendidly married, and Kring 
in Lcmdon, in the very first ^f^orkl. She was a 'fine, 
striking, fashi0nable*lo<ddng giri^ in the Fpench style of 
beauty; rather laige-boned, an^idar and high*shouIr 
tiered i but so l^t, erect, wd ^le, *hftt the very de- 
fects of her figure seemed graces. Her face, though 
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that too told her country, .was pretty, in spite of a wide 
mouth and a cocked-up nose ; pretty from its sparkling 
expressionr-all smiles, and blushes, and animation : so 
were her msa:iners. We had not a more agreeable and 
intelligent girl in the house ; how she could contrive to 
be a dunce I cannot ims^ne — ^but a dunce she was, in 
th^ most comprehensive sense of that ill-omened word'. 
She Gould not spell two syllables in any language, could 
scarcely write her name, could not cast up three figures, 
cotild not construe the simplest sentence, could not read 
the notes in music, never could, and never did, learn the 
catechism. 'This seems incredible on recollection, and it 
seemed more so at the moment. Nothing but a school 
could have brought the fact fully out : and even with 
the proofs hourly before our eyes, we could not help 
thinking sometimes that we must have done her injustice. 
Her ingenuity in evading the pains and penalties of dun- 
cicalness was very great. She had a dexterous way of 
excusing any error in speech, by pleading her English 
education for a French fault, or her French birth for a 
mistake in English ; so that she claimed to speak both 
languages with the allowance of a foreigner. She spoke 
them, as she played the piano, entirely by ear, with great 
elegance, but incorrectly. In all sports, or light accom- 
plishments, she was unrivalled. Skipping-ropes, and 
battledores, and tambourines, and castanets, in her 
graceful hands, were her own delight, and the delight 
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of all bdiolders. But the triumph of triumphs for Ze- 
Qobie was dancing-day ; to see her, and her countryman 
the dancing-master — he teaching, and she executing, 
such pirbuettes and entrechats as none but French heels 
could achieve — ^both looking down with a very visible 
contempt on " English awkwardness with two left legs." 
Those Mondays and Wednesdays must pretty well have 
compensated for the mortifications of the rest of the 
week ; and she needed some compensation : for, with 
all the splendour of her home, and the elegance of her 
appearance, it was evident that she was neglected. The 
mother's heart and the mother*s eye were wanting • you 
might tell tliat she was an orphan. She abounded in 
trinkets and knick-knacks, and fashionable frippery ; 
but no comforts, no indulgences, no garden-bonnet, no 
warm pelisse, no cakes or fruit, no shillings or half-- 
crowns, no consideration for her gentlewomanly spirit ! 
I never shall forget the generous pleasure with which 
she shared half a dozen oranges — the rare present of 
some titled friend — ^between those, who from happier 
circumstanced, had been enabled to be kind to her. 
Oh I she was very desolate, very forlorn ! How often, 
when we were going home for the holidays, with smiling 
mothers and fathers, so impatient that they would 
scarcely allow time for an adieu, I have seen her black 
eyes full of tears, as she anticipated the hours, or days, 
or weeks that she must wait till an insolent waiting- 

H 
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lAaid should have leisure or will to remember her. Poor 
Zenobie ! she left us suddenly, to return to Paris with 
her aunt. The last time I heard of her, she was a cele- 
brated beauty at the court of Napoleon. I don't know 
what has become of her since the change of -dynasty, 
but I hope she is about the court still — it is just what 
she is fit for ; she was made for feathers and long trains, 
and Smiling, and graciousness, and dancing, and small 
talk ; she ought to be at court ; a court life would so 
become her ; and she would become it like a diamond 
necklace polished and glittering and precious alike from 
the fashion and the material. I hope she is still at 
court. 

We are now fairly at the end of our foreign list. There 
are two or three more British worthies for whom we 
must find a niche in another place, along with our 
English teacher and our authorised play. 
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THE WOOD. 

April 20th.^-Spring is actually come now, with the 
fullness and almost the suddenness of a northern sum- 
mer. To-day is completely April; — clouds and sun- 
shine, wind and showers ; blossoms on the trees, grass 
in the fields, swallows by the ponds, snakes in the hedge- 
rows, nightingales in the thickets, and cuckoos every 
where. My young friend Ellen G. is going with me 
tiiis evening to gather wood-sorrel. She never saw that 
most elegant plant, and is so dehcate an artist that the 
introduction will be a mutual benefit ; Ellen will gain a 
subject worthy of her pencil, and the pretty weed will 
live ; — no small favour to a flower almost as transitory 
as the gum cistus ; duratipn. is the only charm which it 
wants, and that Ellen will give it. The weather is, to be 
sure, a little threatening, but we are not people to mind 
the weather when we have an object in view ; we shall 
h2 
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certainly go in quest of the wood-sorrel^ and will take 
May, provided we can escape May's followers; for, 
since the adventure of the lamb, Saladin has had an 
affair with a gander, furious in defence of his goslings, 
in which rencontre the gander came o£P conqueror ; and 
as geese abound in the wood to which we are going 
(called by the country people the Pinge), and the vic- 
tory may not always incline to the right side, I should 
be very sorry to lead the Soldan to fight his battles over 
again* We will take nobody but May. 

So saying, we proceeded on our way through winding 
lanes, between hedgerows tenderly green, till we reached 
the hatch-gate, with the white cottage beside it embo- 
somed in fruit trees> which forms the entrance to the 
Pinge, and in a moment the whole scene was 'before our 
eyes. 

" Is not this beautiful, Ellen ?*' The answer could 
hardly be other than a glowing rapid " Yes !" — A wood 
is generally a pretty place ; but this wood — Imagine a 
smaller forest, full of glades and sheep-walks, surrounded 
by irregular cottages with their blooming orchards, a 
clear stream winding about the brakes, and a road inter- 
secting it and giving life and light to the picture ; and 
you will have a faint idea of the Pinge. Every step was 
opening a new point of view, a fresh combination of glade 
and path and thicket. The accessories too were changing 
every moment. Ducks, geese^ pigs, and children, giving 
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way, as we advanced into the wood, to sheep and forest 
ponies; and they again disappearing as we became 
. more entangled in its mazes, till we heard nothing but 
the song of the nightingale, and saw only the silent 
flowers. 

What a piece of fairy land ! The tall elms o?er head 
just bursting into tender vivid leaf, with here and there 
a hoary oak or a silver-barked beech, every twig swelling 
with the brown buds, and yet not quite stripped of the 
tawny foliage of Autumn ; tall hollies and hawthorns 
beneath, with their crisp brilliant leaves mixed with the 
white blossoms of the sloe, and woven, together with 
garlands of woodbines and wild-briars ; — what a fairy 
landi 

Primroses, cowslips, pansies, and the regular open- 
eyed white blossom of the wood anemone (or to use the 
, more elegant Hampshire name, the windflower) were set 
under our feet as thick as daisies in a meadow ; but the 
pretty weed that we came to seek was coyer; and Ellen 
began to fear that we had mistaken the place or the 
season. — At last she had herself the pleasure of finding 
it under a brake of holly — '' Oh look ! look ! I am sure 
that this is the wood-sorrel ! Look at the pendent white 
flower, shaped like a snow-drop and veined with purple 
streaks, and the beautiful trefoil leaves folded like a 
heart, — some, the young ones, so vividly yet tenderly 
green that the foliage of the elm and the hawthorn 
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would show dully at their side, — others of a deeper tint 
and lined, as it were, with a rich and changeful purple !-r- 
Don't you see them?" pursued my dear young friend, 
who is a deUghtfiil piece of life and sunshine, and was 
half inclined to scold me for the calmness with which, 
amused by her enthusiasm, I stood listening to her ardent 
exclamations — '* Don't you see them ? Oh how beau- 
tiful ! and in what quantity ! what profusion ! See how 
the dark shade of the holly sets off the light and delicate 
colouring of the flower! — And see that other bed of 
^ them springing from the rich moss in the roots of that 
old beech tree ! Pray let us gather some. Here are 
baskets." So quickly and carefully we began gathering, 
leaves, blossoms, roots and all, for^he plant is so fragile 
that it will not brook separation ;-^uickly and carefully 
we gathered, encountering divers petty misfortunes in spite 
of all our care, now caught by the veil in a holly biish, . 
now hitching our shawls in a bramble, still gathering on, 
in spite of scratched fingers, till we had nearly filled our 
baskets and began to talk of our departure : — 

" But where is May ? May ! May ! No going home 
without her. May! Here she comes galloping, the 
beauty !" — (Ellen is almost as fond of May as I am.) — 
" What has she got in her mouth ? that rough, round, 
brown substance which she touches so tenderly? What 
can it be ? A bird's nest ? Naughty May !'* 

** No ! as I live, a hedgehog ! Look, Ellen, how it 
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.has coiled itself into a thorny ball ! Off with it May ! 
Don't bring it to me !" And May, somewhat reluc- 
tant to part with her prickly prize, however troublesome 
of carriage, whose change of shape seemed to me to 
have puzzled her ss^city more than any event I ever 
witnessed, for in general she has perfectly the air of un- 
derstanding all that is going forward — May at last dropt 
the hedgehog; continuing however to pat it with her 
delicate cat*like paw, cautiously and daintily applied, 
and caught back suddenly and rapidly after every touch, 
as if her poor captive had been a red-hot coal. Finding 
that these pats entirely failed in solving the riddle, (for 

. the hed^hog shammed dead, like the lamb the other 
day, and appeared entirely motionless), she gave him so 
spirited a nudge with her pretty black nose, that she not 

: only turned him over, but sent him rollmg some little 

' way along the turfy path, — an operation which that sa- 
gacious quadruped endured with the most perfect pas- 
siveness, the most admirable non-resistance. No wonder 
that May's discernment was at fault, I myseK^ if I had 

. not been aware of the trick, should have said that the 
ugly rough thing which she was trundling along, like a 
bowl or a cricket-ball, was an inanimate substance, some- 
thing devoid of sensation and of will. At last my poor 
pet, thoroughly perplexed and tired out, fairly relinquished 
the contest, and came slowly away, turning back once 
or twice to look at the object of her curiosity, as if half 

13 
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inclined to return and try the event of another shove. 
The sudden flight of a wood-pigeon effectually diverted 
her attention; and Ellen amused herself by fancying 
how the hedgehog was scuttling away, till our notice 
was also attracted by a very di£Perent object. 

We had nearly threaded the wood, and were approach- 
ing an open grove of magnificent oaks on the other side, 
when sounds other than of nightingales burst on ou 
^ ear, the deep and frequent strokes of the woodman's 
axe, and emerging from the Pinge we discovered the 
havoc which that axe had committed. Above twenty 
of the finest trees lay stretched on the velvet turf. There 
they lay in every shape and form of devastation : some, 
bare trunks stripped ready for the timber carriage^ with 
the bark built up in long piles at the side ; some with 
the spoilers busy about them, stripping, hacking, hewing; 
others with their noble branches, their brown and fra- 
grant shoots all fresh as if they were alive — ^majestic 
corses, the slain of to-day ! The grove was like a field 
of battle. The young lads who were stripping the 
bark, the very children who were picking up the chips, 
seemed awed and silent, as if conscious that des^h 
was around them. The nightingales sang faintly and; 
interruptedly — a few low frightened notes like a re- 
quiem. 

Ah ! here we are at the very scene of murder, the very 
tree that they are felling ; they have just hewa round 
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the trunk with those slaughtering axes, and are about to 
saw it asunder. After all it is a fine and thrilling opera- 
tion, as the work of death usually is. Into how grand 
an attitude was that young man thrown as he gave the 
final strokes round the root ; and how wonderful is the 
effect of that supple and apparently powerless saw, bend- 
ing like a riband, and yet overmastering that giant of 
the woods, conquering and overthrowing that thing of 
life ! Now it has passed half through the trunk, and 
the woodman has begun to calculate which way the tree 
will fall ; he drives a wedge to direct its course ; — now 
a few more movements of the noiseless saw ; and then 
a larger wedge. See how the branches tremble ! Hark 
how the trunk begins to crack ! Another stroke of the 
huge hammer on the wedge, and the tree quivers, as with 
a mortal agony, shakes, reels, and falls. How slow and 
solemn and awful it is ! How like to death, to human 
death in its grandest form ! Csesar in the Capitol, Se- 
neca in the bath, could not fall more sublimely than that 
oak. 

Even the Heavens seem to sympathize with the devas- 
tation. The clouds have gathered into one thick low 
canopy, dark and vapoury as the smoke which over- 
hangs London ; the setting sun just gleaming under- 
neath with a dim and bloody glare, and the crimson 
rays spreading upward with a lurid and portentous gran- 
deur, a subdued and dusky glow, like the light reflected 
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on the sky from some vast conflagration. The deep 
flush fades away, and the rain begins to descend ; and 
we hurry homeward rapidly yet sadly, forgetftil alike of 
the flowers^ the hedgehog, and the wetting, thinking and 
talking only of the fallen tree. 
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About three years ago, our neighbouring village, the 
little hamlet of Aberleigh, received one of the greatest 
blessings which can befal a country parish, in the shape 
of an active, pious, and benevolent Vicar. Chaucer 
shall describe him for me, for I prefer the real words of 
the old poet, to the more elaborate and ornamented ver- 
sion of Dryden : 

K* A good man ther was of religioun. 
That was a poure panone of a toun ; 
But riche he was oC holy thought, and werk ; 
He was also a lerned man, a clerk. 
That Cristes gospel trewely wolde preche ; 
His parishens devoudy wolde he teche ; 
Benigne he was and wonder diligent 
And in adversite ful patient ; 
And swiche he was yproved often sithes 
Ful loth were him to cursen for his tithes, 
But rather wolde he geven out of doute 
Unto his poure parishens aboute 
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Of his offiing, and eke of his substance ; 
He coude in litel thing have suffisance* 
Wide was his parish, and houses fer asonder. 
But he ne left nought for no rain ne thonder 
In sikeness and in mischief to idsite 
The feuest in his parish moche and lite. 
Upon his fete, and in his hand a staf : 
This noble ensample to his shepe he yaf, 
That first he wrought and afterward he taught ; 
Out of the gospel he the wordes caught.— 
And though be holy were, and vertuous 
He was to sinful men not dispitous, 
Ne of his speche dangerous ne digne. 
But in his teching discrete and benigne, 
Jo drawen folk to heven with faimesse. 
By good ensample was his besinesse ; 
But if were any persone obstinat, 
What so he were of highe or low estat. 
Him wolde he snibben sharply for the nones, 
A better preest I trowe that no wher non is. 
He waited after no pompe ne reverence, 
Ne maked him no spiced conscience ; 
But Cristes lore and his apostles twelve 
He taught, but first he folwed it himselve." 

Prologue to the Canterbury Tales. 

Such was Mr. Mansfield. And he brought to Aber* 
leigh a still greater blessing than the Roman Catholic 
Priest of Chaucer could do, (although, by the way, the 
old bard was a follower of Wickliflfe, the herald of the 
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Reformation) in a wife, as good as himself; two lively 
promising girls; and a rosy, frank-hearted boy, quite 
worthy of sUch parents. One shall seldom see together 
a finer family, for our " gode parsone'' was not only 
" lite of foot," a man in the prime of life, full of vigour 
and activity, but united the intellectual countenance of 
the scholar, to the elegance and polish of a gentleman. 
Mrs. Mansfield was remarkably pretty ; and the young 
people had about them all the glow and the brightness 
of their fresh and happy age. But the beauty of the 
vicarage, the beauty of the parish, was a female servant 
who accompanied them, their maid Mary. She was 
five or six and twenty, and looked as much ; of middle 
height, and middle size, rather inclining to the fulness 
and luxuriance of womanhood ; fair, blooming, smiling, 
and bright-eyed, yet with an expression so chastised, so 
perfected by modesty, that no one could look on her 
without being sure that she was as good as she was 
lovely. Her voice, and dress, and manner too, were all 
in keeping with her sweet face, gentle, quiet, and re- 
tiring. In short she had not been a week in the village, 
before all the neighbours were asking each other—-'* Have 
you seen the vicar's pretty maid V 

The home which received this delightful family was 
every way worthy of its inhabitants. A country par- 
sonage is generally in itself and its associations a happy 
mixture of the unpretending and the comfortable; and 
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of all parsonages Aberlie^ is the most beautiful. It 
stands amidst a labyrinth of green lanes, running through 
a hilly and richly-wooded country, whose valleys are 
threaded by the silver Loddon. On one side is the 
magnificent wreck of a grand, but deserted mansion- 
house, built with porch and pinnacle, and rich gothic 
windows in the style of Elizabeth's day ; on the other, 
the old village church ; its tower fancifully ornamented 
with brick-work, and the church-yard planted with broad 
flowering limes, and funereal yew-trees ; leading up to 
the church, a short avenue of magnificent oaks ; and 
behind the avenue, and divided from the lane by a con- 
siderable space, partly lawn, partly court, and partly 
flower-garden, stands the vicarage. 

The house is a low irregular building, covered to the 
very roof with creeping shrubs, roses, woodbine, jessa- 
mine, clematis and myrtles floweripg into the very cham- 
ber windows, — such myrtles as were never before seen 
in this part of England. One of them died in the hard 
winter, twelve years ago, and a chair and a stool were 
made of the wood. It took no pohsh, but still it had a 
pretty look and a pretty name ; that English myrtle, it 
almost sounded like a contradiction. The garden is just 
suited to the house ; laj^e squares of fine turf wiUi beds 
and borders of flowers divided by low box hedges, so 
thick and broad and level, that you might walk on 
them two abreast; with a long piece of water, in one 
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dompartmenty stocked with gold and silver fish ; a tall 
yew hedge, fencing off the kitchen garden, and a sun- 
dial rising from the green turf opposite the house,-- that 
voiceless monitor, whose silence is so eloquent, and whose 
glidmg finger realizes, and perhaps suggested the sublime 
personification of Wordsworth— " Time the Shadow." 

The Mansfields were exceedingly struck with their 
new haUtation. . They had hitherto resided on the coast 
of Sussex, the South Downs ; so that accustomed to 
those green hills, and the fertile, but unsheltered plains 
beyond them, the absolute nakedness of the land, and 
the vast and bare, expanse of the ocean, they were almost 
as much unaccustomed to trees as a negro to snow, and 
first wondered at, then complained of, and at last ad** 
mired our richly-wooded valleys, and the remains of old 
chases, and bits of wild forest scenery in which we 
abound. The artlessness with which these feelings were 
confessed, added a fresh charm to this interesting family. 
There is always something very attractive in the igno« 
ranee of any particular subject which we sometimes meet 
with amongst clever and cultivated people. Their ques- 
tions are so intelligent, so poignant, so, (to use a bold 
phrase) full of answers. They instruct our knowledge, 
and make us feel far more sensibly that which we teach. 
It was the pleasantest thmg in the world, to walk through 
Aberleigh Wood with Clara Mansfield, and Evelyn's 
Sylva, showing h^, by the help of that delightful book. 
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the difierences of form and growth, and bark and foliage ; 
sometimes half puzzled myself by some freak of nature^ 
or oftener forgetting our avowed object in admiration 
of the pictorial beauty^ the varied colouring, the play of 
light and shadow, and the magical perspective of that 
delightful spot. 

The young people caught my enthusiasm, and became 
almost as completely foresters, as the half-wild ponies, 
who owned the name, or the still wilder donkies, whom 
we used to meet in the recesses of the wood, and whose 
picturesque forms and grouping, added the interest of 
life, and of motion to the landscape. 

All the family became denizens of Aberleigh wood, 
except Mary, who continued a perfect Nereide, constant 
to the coast to a degree-that rendered her quite unjust 
to our inland scenery. She languished under the reverse 
disease of a Calenture, pined for the water, and was 
literally, and in a new sense of the word, sea-sick. To 
solace her malady, she would sometimes walk across the 
park to the Loddon, especially at sun-set ; for to hear 
Mary, any one would have thought that that bright lu- 
minary never did make a set worth talking of, except 
when he could look at himself in a watery mirror ; and 
then, when she reached the Loddon, provoked at the in- 
sufficiency of the spectacle, she would turn back without 
vouchsafing a second glance, although it is but justice 
to that poetical river to declare, that at Aberleigh bridge 
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it is as broady as glassy,, and as beautiful a stream, as 
ever the sun showed his face in, with much of the cha-> 
racter of- a lake ;. but UUswater, or Winandcrmere would 
have fared equally ill with Mary; nothing but the salt 
sea could content her. 

It was soon obvious that our inlaid beaux were no 
better suited to her taste, than our inland scenery. 
Half Uie young men in the village offered her suit and 
service. First, George Ellis the farrier, a comely youth, 
and well to do in the world, who kept an apprentice, 
and a journeyman, a horse and cart, two greyhounds, 
three spaniels, and one pointer, being indeed by many 
degrees the keenest sportsman in these parts ; — George 
Ellis proffered to make her mistress of himself, his house- 
hold, his equipage, and his stud ; but was civilly re- 
jected. The next candidate who presented himself was 
Ben Appleton the son of a neighbouring farmer ; Ben 
Appleton is a wag, and has a face and figure proper to 
the vocation ; a shape, taU, stout, and square, that looks 
stiff, and is active ; with a prodigious power of putting 
himself «nto all manner of out-of-the-way attitudes, and 
of varying and sustaining Uiis pantomime to an extent 
that really seems inexhaustible. The manner in which 
he can, so to say, transpose that sturdy form of his, 
put his legs where his arms should be, and his arms 
in the place of his legs, walk on his hands, stand on his 
head, tumble, hop, and roll, might raise some envy in 
I 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



114 THE vicar's maid. 

Grimaldi himself. His features ar^ under the same 
command. Originally I suspect him to have been good- 
looking ; but who can ever say that he has seen Ben 
Appleton's real face ? He has such a roll of the eye, 
such a twist of the nose^ such a power of drawing to 
either ear that broad mouth, filled with strong white 
teeth. His very talk is more like a piece of a laugh, 
than the speech of an ordinary man ; and * his actions 
have all the same tendency— full of fun, with a dasli of 
mischief. But Ben is a privileged person, an universal 
favourite ; and Mary, never dreaming of such a catas- 
tro{^e as his falling in love, used to contemplate his 
tricks from afar, with something the same amusement, 
which she might have felt in watching a kitten, or a 
monkey. For a long time he made his addresses with 
impunity ; unsuspected, and unrepelled ; no one believed 
him in earnest. At last, however, Ben and his case be- 
came serious, and then Mary became serious too; he 
received a firm though gentle dismissal, and looked graye 
for a whole week. Next came Aaron Keep the shoe- 
maker, the wisest man in the parish, noted all over the 
country for his knowledge of the stars, and judgment in 
the weather, and almost as notorious for his aversion to 
matrimony and his contempt for women. Aaron was 
said to have been jilted in his youth, which soured a 
kindly temper and put mistrust into his heart. Him, 
even him; did Mary's beauty, and Mary's modesty van- 
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quish* He who had been abusbg the sex for the last 
forty years, actually m^e her an offer* I suppose the 
happiest moment of his life must have been that in which 
she refnsed him. One can fancy him trembling over 
the narrowness of his escape, like the man who did not 
fall over Dover Cliff— but the offer was made. 

The caiise of all this obduracy at last appeared. A 
young sailor arrived at the vicarage, whom the most 
graphical of our poets shall ajssist me in describing ; 

" Fresh trere his fieatares, his attire was new ; 
Clean was hb linen, and his jacket blue ; 
Of finest jean his trowsers, tight and trim, 
Brushed the large buckle at t)ie nlYer rim.*^ 

Crabbe. 

He arrived at the vicarage towaris the end of winter, 
and was introduced by Mary to mine hostess of the 
Eight Bells as her half-brother ; although Mary was so 
little used to telling fibs, that her blushes, and downcast 
l6oks and smiles between, in short, the whole pervading 
consciousness would have betrayed her, as Mrs. Jbnes, 
the landlady, observed, to any one who had but half an 
eye ; to say nothing of Miss Clara's arch look as shd 
passed them. Never was half-brother so welcomed; 
and in good truth, he was well worthy of his welcome. 

Thomas Clere was an exceedingly fine young man, 
of six or seven and twenty, with a head of curly 
black hair, a s.un-burnt complexion, a merry, open coun« 
i2 
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tenance, and a blufF hearty voice that always sounded 
as if transmitted through a speaking-trumpet. He 
established himself at the Eight Bells, and soon became 
very popular in that respectable hostelry. * Besides his 
good humour^ his liberality, and his sea jokes, next to 
Irish jokes always the most delightful to rustic ears, 
perhaps because next to Irish, the least intelligible — 
your country bumpkin loves a conundrum, and laughs 
heartiest at what he does not understand; — ^besides 
these professional qualifications, Thomas was eminently 
obliging and tolerably handy ; offered his assistance in 
every emergency, and did more good, and less harm 
than most amateur helpers, who, generally speaking, 
are the greatest hinderances under the sun. Thomas 
wad really useful. To be sure, when engaged in aiding 
Mary, a few casualties did occur from pre-occupation ; 
once, for instance, they contrived to let down a whole 
line of clothes which he had been assisting to hang out. 
Neither party could imagine how the accident happened, 
but the washing was forced to be done over again. 
Another time, they, between them, overset the milk- 
bucket, and the very same day so over-heated the oven, 
that a whole batch of bread, and three apple-pies were 
scorched to a cinder. But Thomas was more fortunate 
with other coadjutors. He planted a whole patch of 
cabbages in a manner perfectly satisfactory, and even 
made a very decent cucumber-bed in mine host's gar- 
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den. He churned Mrs. Jones's butter as well as Mary 
herself could have done it. He shaped bats, and cut 
wickets for the great boys, plaited wicker baskets for the 
younger ones, and even dug a grave for the sextoness, 
an old woman of eighty, the widow of a former sexton 
who held that office (corruptly, as our village radicals 
were wont to say) in conjunction with that of the pew** 
opener, and used to keep the children in order by one 
nod of her gray head, and to compound for the vicar 
every Sunday a nosegay of the choicest flowers of the 
season. Thomas, although not very fond of the job, dug 
a grave, to save six-pence for poor Alice. Afterwards 
this kindness was thought ominous. 

No wonder that our seaman was popular. The only 
time he got into a scrape at Aberleigh, was with two 
itinerant showmen, who called themselves sailors, but 
who were, Thomas was sure, '' nothing but land lub-r 
bers," and who were driving about an unhappy porpoise 
in a wheelbarrow, and showing it at two-pence a head, 
under the name of a sea pig. Thomas had compassion 
on the creature of his own element, who was kept half 
alive by constant watering, and threatened to fight both 
the fellows unless they promised to drive it instantly back 
to the sea ; which promise was made, and broken, as he 
might have expected, if a breach of promise could ever 
enter into a sailor's conception. Our sailor was too frank 
even to maintain his Mary's maidenly artifice, and had 
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80 many confidants, that before Mr. Mansfiekl pabliaked 
the banns of marriage between Thomas Clere and Mary 
Hcwell> all the parish knew that they were lovers. 

At la«t the wedding-day came. Aaron Keep left his 
work to take a peep at the bride^ and Ben Appleton 
paid her the high compliment of playing no trick either 
on her or the bridegroom. How beautiful ^e looked in 
her neat and delicate dress^ her blushes and her smiles I 
The young ladies of the vicarage, with whose family she 
bad lived fh>m childhood, went to church with her, and 
everybody cried as usual on such occasions. Clara, 
who had never been at a wedding before, had resolved 
against crymg; but tears are* contagious things, and 
poor Clara's flowed, she did not well know why. This 
Coo was afterwards thought an ill omen. 

Thomas and Mary had hired a room for a week in a 
neighbouring town, after which she was to return fbr a 
while to her good master and mistress; and he was to 
go to sea again in the good merchant ship, the Fair 
Star. To go to sea again for one last voyi^e, and then 
to return rich, quite rich for their simple wishes, 
(Thomas's savings already yielded an income of twelve 
shillings a week) set up in some little trade, and live 
together all the rest of their lives-^such were their' 
hvmble {dans. They found their short honeymoon, 
passed in a strange place, and in idleness, a little long I 
&ncy, in spite of true love, as greater people have done 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



THE VICAE's MAIP; 119 

before them. Yet Mary would willingly have remained, 
even under the sad penalty of want of occupation^ 
rather than part with Thomas for the sea, which now 
first began to appear formidable in her eyes. But 
Thomas had promisedi and must go on this one last 
voyage to Canada ; he should be home in six months, 
six months would be soon gone, and then they would 
never part again. And so he soothed, and comforted, 
and finally brought her back to the vicarage, and left 
her there; and she, when the trial came, behaved as 
well as possible. Her eyes were red, to be sure, for a 
week or two, and she would turn pale when praying for 
** those who travel by land or by water," but still she 
was calm, and cheerful, smd apparently happy. 

An accident about six weeks after their separation, 
finit disturbed her tranquillity. She contrived in cut-* 
ting a stick to tie up a tree carnation belonging to her 
dear Miss Clara, to lacerate very considerably the third 
finger of her left hand* The injury was so serious, that 
the surgeon insisted on the necessity of sawing off the 
ring, the wedding*-ring ! She refused. The hurt grew 
worse and worse. Still Mary continued obstin^Oe, in 
sfHte of Mrs. Mansfield's urgent remonstrances; at 
length it came to the point of sawing off the ring or 
the finger, and then, and not till then, not till MtL 
Mansfield had called to aid all the authority of a master,: 
did she subBut--<^vidently with more reluctance, and 
13 
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more pain than she would have felt at an amputation. 
The finger got well, and her kind Mistress gave her her 
own mother's weddingtring to supply the place of the 
severed one, — but it would not do ; — a superstitious 
feeling had seized her, a strange vague remorse ; she 
$poke of her compliance as sinful ; as if by divesting 
herself of the symbol, she had broken the marriage tie. 
Our good vicar reasoned with her, and Clara laughed, 
and she listened mildly and sweetly, but without efiect. 
Her spirits were gone ; and a fear, partly superstitious 
partly perhaps inevitable, when those whom we love 
are absent^ and in danger,, had now seized Mary 
Clere. 

The summer was wet and cold, and unusually windy, 
^nd the pleasant rusthng of that summer breeze amongst 
the lime-trees, the very tapping of the myrtles against 
the casement, as they waved in the evening air, would 
send a shiver through her whole frame. She strove 
against this feeling, but it mastered her. I met her one 
evening at the bridge, (for she had now learned to love 
our gentle river) and spoke to her of the water lilies, 
which, in their pure and sculptural beauty, almost co- 
vered the stream. " Yes Ma'am," said poor Mary, "but 
they are melancholy flowers for all their prettiness ; they 
look like the carved marble roses over the great tomb in 
the chancel, as if they were set there for monuments for 
the poor creatures that perish by the waters" — and then 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



THE vicar's maid. ISl 

with a heavy sigh she turned away, happily for me, for 
there was no answering the look and the tone. 

So, in alternations, of " fear and trembling hope," 
passed the summer ; her piety, her sweetness, and her 
activity continued unabated, perhaps even increased; 
and so in truth was her beauty ; but it had changed 
its character. She was thmner, paler, and far, far sad* 
der. So in augmented fear passed the autumn. At 
the end of August he was to have returned ; but August 
was gone, — and no news of him. September crept 
slowly away, and still no word of Thomas. Mary's 
dread now amounted to agony. At length, about the 
middle of October, a letter arrived for Mr. Mansfield. 
Mary's eye caught the post-mark, it was that of the 
port from whence her husband sailed. . Sie sank d(mn 
in the little hall, not fainting, but unable to speak or 
move, and had only strength to hold out the letter to 
Clara, who ran to her on hearing her fall. It was 
instantly opened, and a cry of inexpressible horror an- 
nounced the news. The good ship Fair Star was miss* 
ing. She had parted company from several other 
vessels on her homeward voyage, and never been heard 
of since. All hope was over, and the owner of the Fair 
Star, from whom the letter came, enclosed a draft for 
the wages due to the deceased. Poor Mary ! she did 
not hear that fatal word. The fatal sense had smitten 
her long before^ as with a sword* She was carried to 
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bed in a state of merciful suspension of suffering, and 
passed the night in the heavy and troubled sleep that so 
often follows a stunning blow. The next morning she 
awoke.-^-Who is so happy aa not to know that dreadful 
first-waking under the pressure of a great sorrow ?— the 
vague and dizzying sense of misery we know not why ? 
the bewildering confosion of memory ? the gradual re-r 
collection?, and then the full and perfect woe that 
rushes in such a flood over the heart ? who is so happy 
as not to have known this bitterness ?^-Poor Mary felt 
it sorely, suffocatingly : but she had every support that 
could be offered. Mr. Mansfield read to her, and 
prayed with her. His excellent family soothed her and 
w^t with her. And for two days she seemed submis- 
sive and resigned. On the third, she begged to see the 
fetal letter, and it acted with the shock of electricity. 
" Missing I only missing P* — He was alive — she was 
sure he wa^ alive — ^And this idea possessed her mind, 
till hope became to her a worse poison than her old 
torturer, fear. She refused to put on the mourning pro- 
vided for her, refused to remain in the tranquillity of her 
own apartment ; and went about talking of life and 
happiness, with the very look of death. A hundred 
times a day she read that letter, and tried to smile, and 
tried to believe that Thomas still lived. To speak of 
him as dead, seemed to her raised feelings, like murder. 
She tried to fester the faint spark of hope, tried to de* 
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c^ve hersetfy tried to prevail on others ; but all in vain* 
Her mind was evidently yielding under this tremendous 
struggle; this perpetual^ and never-ceasing combat 
against one mighty fear. The sense of her powerless 
suspense weighed her heart down. When I first saw 
her, it seemed as if twenty years of anguish and sick* 
ness had passed over her head in those ten days ; she 
was shrunken^ and bent, and withered, like a plant 
plucked up by the roots. Her soft pleasant voice was 
become low, and hoarse, and muttering ; her sweet face 
hs^gard and ghastly ; and yet she said she was well, 
tried to be cheerful, tried to smile— oh, I shall never 
forget that smile I 

These false spirits soon fled ; but the mind was too 
unsettled, too infinn for resignation. She wandered 
about, night and day; now v^eeping over the broken 
wedding-ring; now haunting the church-yard, sitting 
on the grave, his grave. Now hanging over the brim- 
ming and vapoury Loddon, pale as the monumental 
lilies, and seeming to demand from the waters her lost 
husband. She would stand there in the cold moonlight, 
till suddenly tears or prayer would relieve the vexed 
spirit, and slowly and shiveringly the poor creature 
would win home. She could still pray, and that was 
comfort : but she prayed for him ; the earthly love clung 
to her and the earthly hope. Yet never was wifely 
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affection more ardent, or more pure; never sufferer 
more gentle than that fond woman. 

It was now winter ; and her sorrows were evidently 
drawing near their close, when one evening returning 
from lier accustomed wandering, she saw a man by the 
vicarage door. It was a thick December twilight, and 
in the wretched and tattered object before her, sick, 
and bent, and squalid, like one who comes from a 
devouring shipwreck or a long captivity, who but Mary 
could have recognized Thomas Clere? Her heart 
knew him on the instant, and with a piercing cry of joy 
and thankfulness, she rushed into his arms. The cry 
alarmed the whole family. They hastened to share the 
joy and the surprise, and to relieve poor Thomas of his 
fainting burden. Both had sunk together on the snowy 
ground; and when loosened from his long embrace,, 
the happy wife was dead ! — ^the shock of joy had beea 
fatal! 
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I HAVE had a very great pleasure to day, although to 
make my readers fully comprehend how great a one, I 
must go back more years than I care to think of. 
When a very young girl, I passed an autumn amongst 
my father's relatives in a northern county. The greater 
part of the time was spent with his favourite cousin, 
the lady of a rich baronet, who was on the point of 
setting out on an annual visiting tour, asthe manner is 
in those hospitable regions where the bad roads, the 
wide distances, and the large mansions, render an occa- 
sional sojourn so much preferable to the brief and 
formal interchange of mere dinner-parties. Sir Charles 
and lady C. were highly pleased at the opportunity 
which this peregrination of friendship and civility af- 
forded, to shew me k fine country, and to introduce me 
to a wide circle of family connexions. 

Our tour was extensive and various. My cousins 
were acquainted, as it seemed to me, with every one of 
consequence in the county, and were themselves two 
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of th6 most popular persons it contained^-^he from cha- 
racter, for never was any man more unaffectedly good 
and kind, — she from manner, being one of the plea^ 
santest women that erer lived, — ^the most lively and 
good-humoured, and entertaining, and well-bred. In 
cou.. , as the young relative and companion of this 
amiable couple, I saw the country and its inhabitants 
to great advantage. I was delighted with every thing, 
and never more enchanted than when, after journeying 
from house to house for upwards of a month, we arrived 
at the ancient and splendid baronial castle of the Earl 
ofG. 

Now I had caught from Sir Walter Scott's admirable 
poems, then in their height of fashion, as well as from 
the older cdlections of Percy and Ritson, with which I 
bad been familiar almost £rom the cradle, a perfect 
enthusiasm for all that savored of feudal times, and one 
of the chief pleasures which I had promised myself in 
my northern excursion, was the probabflity of encounter- 
ing some relics of those picturesque but unquiet days. 
Hitherto these expectations had been disappointed* 
Halls, places, houses, granges, lodges, parks, and courts 
out of number, we had visited ; but neither in the north 
nor in the south had I yet been so happy as to be the 
inhabitant of a castle. This too was a genuine Gothic 
castle, towered and turretted, and battlemented, and 
frowning, as heart could desire ; a real old castle, that 
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had still a moat, and had once exhibited a dmw^bridge; 
a castle that had certainly existed in the " old bocder 
day/' and had in all probability undergone as many 
sieges as Branksome itself, inasnuch as it had, daring 
its whole existence, the fortune to belong to one of the 
noblest and most wariike names of the ** Western War- 
denry." Moreover, it was kept up in gmat style, had 
spears, bows, and stags* horns in the hall, painted win- 
dows in the chapel, a whole suit of armour in the pic- 
ture gallery, and a purple velvet state-bed gold-fringed, 
coroneted, and plumed, covered with a purple quilt to 
match, looking just like a pall, and made up wilh 
bolsters- at each end, — a symmetry which proved so 
perplexing to the mayor of the next town, who with his 
lady happened to sleep there on some electioneering 
occasion, that the worthy chief magistrate and his wifb 
feirly got m at difierent ends, and lay the whole night 
head to foot*. I was not in the coroneted bed, to be 
sure ; I do not think I diould much have relished lying 
under that pall-like counterpane and those waving fea- 
thers; but I was in a castle grand and romantic 
enough even to satisfy tiie romance of a damsel umfer 
seventeen, and I was enchanted ; the more especially 
as the number of the family party promised an union of 

* This acoident actually befel the then mayor of N. at Alnwick' 
cattle some years back. 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



128 MARIANNE. 

the KiDdern gaiety, which I was far from disliking, with 
the ancient splendour for which I sighed. But, before 
I had been four and twenty hours within those massive 
walls, I began to experience ^' the vanity of human 
wishes/' to wonder what was become of my raptures, 
to yawn 1 did not know why, to repeat to myself over 
and over again the two lines of Scott that seemeld most 
d'propos to my situation^ 

** And all in high baronial pride 
A Efe both dull and dignified ;''-— 

in short, to find out that stupid people will be stupid 
any where, even in a castle. I will give after my 
fashion a slight outline, a sort of pen-and-ink drawing 
of the party round the dining-table ; and by the time 
they have scanned it, my readers, if they do not yawn 
too, will at least cease to wonder at my Iblecism in 
good-breeding. 

We will begin with the earl, a veteran nearly seventy 
years of age, a tall lank figure with an erect military 
carriage, a sharp weather-beaten face, and a few' gray 
hairs most exactly powdered and bound together in a 
slender queue behind. His talk was very like his per- 
son, long and thin ; prosing most unmercifully about 
the American war, and teUillg interminable zig-zag 
stories which set comprehension at defiance. For the 
rest, he was an excellent person, kind to his family and 
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civil to his guests; he never failed to take winerjs^ith 
lady C. at dinner, and regularly every morning . made 
me in the very same words a flourishing compliment on 
my rosy cheeks. 

Next in order came the countess, tall and lean like 
her husband, and (allowing for difference of sex and 
complexion, his skin resembling brickrdust in colour, 
and hers being of the sort of paleness usually called 
sallow,) not unlike him in countenance. In theif mind^ 
and manners there was also a similarity, yet not without 
some differaice.' — Dullness in him showed itself in dead 
speech, in her in dead silence. Stiff and cold, as a 
poker was my lady. Her fixed, settled, unsmiling si- 
lence hung over the banquet like a cloud, chilling and 
darkening all about her. Yet they say she was warm- 
hearted, and (which- would seem •extraordinary if we did 
not frequeii% meet with instances of the same apparent 
contradiction) was famous for epistolary composition, 
dealt out words in wnting with astonishing fluency and 
liberality, and .was celebrated far and near for that most 
intolerable waste of paper which is commonly known by 
the name of a sensible letter. 

. Then came the g<>odly offspring of this noble couple, 
that,is to say, the three youngest; for the elder branches 
of this illustrious house w6ie married and settled in dis« 
tant homes.. The honourable Frederic G., the only son 
who remained in the paternal mansion, was a diplo- 
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matiit in embrya, a rising young man. His company 
they were not likely to enjoy long^ since he was un- 
derstood to be in training for the secretaryship to a 
foreign embassy. He had recently come into parlia- 
ment for a neighbouring borough, and his maiden 
speech (I wonder who wrote it!) had created a pro- 
digious sensation in the family circle. On the glory of 
that oration, the echo of his fame^ he lived then, and 
has lived (as far as I know) ever since. I can only say 
that I never heard him utter more than a monosyllable 
at a time during the ten days that we breakfasted, 
dined, and supped in company — ^ineffable coxcomb! 
and I have not heard of his speaking in the house of 
commons from that time to this. There he sits single- 
speech G. Of his elder sister, the lady Matilda, I can 
say little more than that she was reckoned one of the 
finest harp-players in England — a musical automaton, 
who put forth notes instead of words, and passed her 
days in alternate practisings for the purpose of subse- 
quent exhibition (which fatiguing exercise was of course 
a continual and provoking straggle with a host of 
stringed difficulties), and in the exhibitions themselves, 
in which also to my ear the difficulties seemed to have 
the best of the battle. Then followed her sister, the 
lady Caroline, an intelligent-looking young woman, and 
no musician— but, alack ! the fair damsel was in love, 
and on the very point of marriage. Her lover Lord B. 
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(who may as well fell into this division, since he was 
domesticated in the house and already considered as a 
son), was also pleasant-looking, — ^but then he was in 
love too. Of course this couple^ although doubtless 
very good company for each other, went for nothing 
with the rest of the party, of whose presence indeed 
they, to do them justice, seemed generally most com- 
fortably unconscious. 

Next came the appendages to a great house, the 
usual official residents. First appeared Mr. M. the fa- 
mily chaplain, a great mathematician, whose very eyes 
seemed turned inward as if contemplating the figures on 
his brain. Never was man so absent since the one de- 
scribed by La Bruy^re. He once came down to dinner 
with the wrong side of his waistcoat outward; and, 
though he complained of the difficulty of buttoning it, 
could not discover the reason ; and he has been known 
more than once to walk about all the morning, and even 
to mount the pulpit, ^ith one white leg and one Mack 
(like the discrepant eyes of my friend the Talking 
Gentlem^), in consequence of having forgotten to draw 
a silk stocking over his gauze one. He seldom knew 
the day of the month, often read a wrong lesson, and 
was pretty sure to forget his sermon ; otherwise a most 
kind and excellent creature, whom for very pity nobody 
could think of disturbing when he appeared immersed 
in calculation, whicK was always. Secondly came 
K 2 
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Miss R.,,8om€ .time governess and present companion ; 
what a misnomer ! the errantest piece of still life I ever 
encountered, pale, freckled, red-haired, and all over 
small. Thirdly entered Dr. S., the family physician, a 
stern, oracular man, with a big wig and a tremendous 
frown. Two red-fac^d gentlemen, des vieux piilitaires, 
who drank my lord's wine and listened to his stories, 
completed this amusing assembly. 

There was another person who never ^appeared at the 
diningrtable, but whose presence, during the two or 
three hours that she spent in the saloon in the morning, 
and about the same time which she passed in the draw- 
ing-room after dinner, distressed and annoyed me more 
than all the party put together. . This was the honour- 
able. Mrs. G., the earl's mother, (the title had descended 
to him from an uncle) a lady in her ninety-second year, 
and sufficiently vigorous to justify the expectation that 
shI- might live to see a hundred. She was a tall, 
spare, tough^looking woman, with a long bony face, 
dim staring eyes, and an aspect altogether corpse-like 
and unearthly. Her dress was invariably of black silk 
with a very long waist, a point-lace kerchief, or rather 
tippet, and a very small short rounded apron of the 
same costly material. Oil her head she wore a lace cap 
and lappets surmpnnted with.a sort of shepherdess hat 
of black silk, fastened on by two enormous pins with 
silver tops- This dress, which, in gay colours and on a 
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young and handsome woman, would have been very 
pretty, only served to make Mrs. G. appear more: 
ghastly, more like a faded picture which had stepped 
out of its frame, i She was a. perpetual 'memento mori ; 
a. scull and cross-bones would hardly have been more 
efiicatious in mortifying the vanity of youth. This, 
however, I could have endured : it was an evil in com- 
mon ; but the good lady had experienced the partial 
loss of faculty and memory, so frequent at her advanced 
age, and, having unfortunately mistaken me. for her 
great-grandchild, the eldest daughter of Lord G'.'s 
eldest son, she could by no means be turned aside from 
the notion which had so unaccountably seized her ima- 
gination, and treated me exactly as a doting^ scolding 
great-grandmama would be likely to treat her unlucky 
descendant, — a process which so thoroughly discon- 
certed me,^ a shy shamefaced girl, that, after I^hjid 
undergone about six hours of hugging and lecturing 
from my pretended ancestress, I was fain to keep my 
room to avoid her intolerable persecution. In this 
dilemma the countess suddenly proposed to turn me 
over to Marianne, and a young lady about my own age, 
whom I had not before seen, made her appearance. 
Oh what a difference between her and the other inhabi- 
tants of the castle ! What a lovely airy creature it was I 

"A dancing shape, an image gay, 
< To haunt and startle and waylay j" 
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light and bounding as a fawn, with a wild fanciful 
beauty in her bright black eyes, in the play of her 
features^ and the brilliancy of her dark yet glowing 
complexion! A charming creature, in mind and in 
person, was Miss Marianne, — ^for by that name alone 
she was introduced to me, — almost equally charmbg in 
the high spirits whose elasticity harmpniEed with her 
animated beauty, or in the tender and pensive melan- 
choly which so often chequered her gayer mood. 

We became almost immediately intimate — ^happy 
privilege of youthful companionship ! — and had speedily 
told each other our whole histories, as two young ladies 
meeting in an old castle ought to do. My story, I am 
sorry to say^ was very little worthy of such a situation 
and opportunity for display. Nothing could be less 
romantic than the ease and comfort and indulgence ifl 
which my life bad hitherto passed, nothing less adapted 
to a heroine than the secure and affluent middle station 
in which my happy lot then seemed to be fixed. My 
tale was told in two or three brief sentences. The 
history of my fair companion was not so qmckly dis- 
patched. What she knew of herself might indeed 
have been revealed in three words, since that amounted 
to nothing more than her having lived ever since she 
could recollect at G. Castle, sometimes in the nursery 
and the library, sometimes in the housekeeper's room, 
kindly treated, by all, and taught by fits and snatches as 

15 
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she came in their way ; so that her education^ partly 
conducted by the young lady's governess^ partly by the 
young gentlemen's tutor, and sometimes even by Lady 
G.'s maidy bore a very strong resemblance to that inge< 
nious exercise of female patience called patch-work, 
where you meet with bits of every thing and nothing 
complete. The two most extraordinary circumstances 
were her want of a surname (for she had never been 
called by any other appellation than Marianne) and the 
sedulous care with which, although living in the same 
house, she had been concealed from my soi-^isante 
great-grandmother Mrs. G. The loss of faculty which 
occasioned that mistake was of recent occurrence, as 
the venerable lady had till withm a few months been 
remarkable for the accuracy and clearness of her per- 
ceptions ; and Marianne related fifty stories to prove 
the care with which her very existence was guarded 
from Mrs. G.'s knowledge, — ^the manner in which she 
had b^n crammed into closets, stowed under sofas, 
smuggled behind screens, or folded into window-cur* 
tains, at the first tap of the old lady's Italian heel, — 
and .the menaces which were thrown out against the 
servants, if any should presume to name her in Mrs. 
G/s presence. One unlucky footman had actually 
been discharged on the spot, for want of invention and 
presence of mind and fluency of lying : when ques- 
tioned as to the arranger of the flowers in their vases 
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(an art ia which she excelled), he stammered, and 
looked as if going to say Miss Marianne ; for which 
piece of intended truth (an uncommon fault in a Lon* 
don footman !) the poor lacquey was dismissed. 

Now if either of us had possessed the slightest know- 
ledge of the world, these circumstances would hardly 
have failed to suggest Marianne^s true origin. We 
should immediately have conjectured her to be the 
illegitimate offspring of some near connexion- of the 
family ; — in fact she was the daughter of Lord G.'s 
second and favourite son, long since deceased^ by a 
beautiful Italian singer who ' died in childbed of poor 
Marianne ; but this was the last conjecture that would 
have entered either of our silly heads.— I,, indeed, not 
yet seventeen, and carefully brought up, had hardly 
heard that such things were, and Marianne, although 
older and less guarded from the knowledge of fashion- 
able wickedness, had^ when left to choose her own 
studies, read too many novels^ in which the heroines 
emerged from similar obscurity to high rank and bril- 
liant fortune, not to have constructed a romaoj^^in that 
model for her own benefit. Indeed she had two^ i%one 
of which she turned out to be a foreign princess,, iskite 
other the daughter of an EnglisH duke. , » 

*, I remember being a little st^|Ft]«d^ when, aft^ Kiad 
given all my faith to the Russian legend (for the em- 
peror Paul was the potentate on whom she had pitched 
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for her papa-r-pretty choice!) she begun to knock down 
her own castle in the air, for the sake of rebuilding it 
on an English foundation. I could readily imagine 
that she had one father, but could not quite compre- 
hend what she should want with two : besides, having 
given up my mind to the northern romance^ I did not 
like to be 'disturbed by a see-saw of conjectures, good 
for- nothing but to put one out. I was of a constant 
disposition, and stuck to the princess Rusty-Fusty 
version of the story so pertinaciously^ that I do not even 
know what duke she had adopted for her English 
father. Any one might have been proud of her; for, with 
all thid nonsense, the offspring of an equivocal situation 
and a neglected education, she was a sweet and charm- 
ing creature, kind and generous and grateful, with con- 
siderable quickness of talent, and a power of attaching 
those with whom she conversed, such a^ I have rarely 
seen equalled. I loved her dearly, and, except the 
formal meals which we shared with the rest of the fa- 
mily, spent nearly the whole of my visit .with her alone, 
strolling through the park or the castle in tiie mornings, 
and i^ the evenings sitting over the fire deep in girlish 
talk, dr turning over the books in the old library with a 
less girlish curiosity. Oh how sorry we were to part ! 
I saw' nobody in the whole north like Marianne. 

In a few months, however, I returned into. the souths 
and in a very few more the kind cousins, with whoi;n I 
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had visited G. Castle, were removed from me by death. 
My other relatives in that county fell gradually off: some 
died ; some went to reside abroad ; and some were lost 
to me by the unintended estrangement which grows out 
of a long suspension of intercourse ; so that my pleasant 
northern tour, unconnected with any previous or subse- 
quent habits or associations, seemed an insulated point 
in my history, a brilliant dream called up to recollection 
at pleasure like some vivid poem, or some rare and gor- 
geous tapestry, rather than a series of real events burnt 
into the miind and the memory by the strange and in- 
tense power of personal feelings. , Eighteen years had 
elapsed since I had seen or heard of Marianne. I knew 
indeed that the good earl and countess had died shortly 
after my visit, and that their aged mother must in the 
course of nature have passed away long ago. But of her 
own destiny I had heard nothing; and, being absorbed 
in new occupations and nearer friends, I had, I fear, 
ceased even to guess. The curiosity and wonder excited 
by her situation had long ceased (for wonder and curi- 
osity are very young feelings), and the interest produced 
by her character was dormant, though not extinct. In 
short, the black-eyed beauty of G. Castle was fairly for- 
gotten, till my good stars led me this morning to B. to 
witness, for the first and last time of my life, the ascent 
of a balloon. 

Is there any one of my readers who has not seen this 
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spectacle ? If such there be, it may perhaps be neces^ 
sary to say how much duller than most sights (and aU 
most all sights unconnected with art are dull) that dan* 
gerous toy is ; how much the letting off a boy's kite ex* 
eels it in glee, and vies with it in utility ; the science of 
balloons being, as far as I know, nearly the only disco- 
very of this chemical and mechanical age, (when between 
steam-engines and diving bells, man contrives to have 
pretty much bis own way with the elements) which has 
continued to stand altogether still, as cumbersome, as^ 
unmanageable, and almost as ugly, as the original ma* 
chine of Montgolfier. Nevertheless, the age is also a 
staring age, and we poor country people who know no 
better are easily taken in, so that the announcement of 
this aeronautic expedition (for so it was called in the 
programme) drew at least ten thousand* gazers into the 
good town of B., and amongst the rest my simple self. 

The day was showery by fits, and we thought our- 
selves very fortunate in being able to secure a commo- 
dious window in a large room just overlooking the spac& 
where the balloon was fillmg. At first we looked at that 
flagging flapping bag of tri-coloured silk, made dingy by 
varnish, and dingier still by the pack-thread net-work 
which enclosed it, giving it, when nearly filled, some* 
thing of the air of a Canteloupe melon. A thousand 
yards of silk, they said, were wasted in that unsightly 
thing, enough (as a calculjrting milliner of my acquaint- 
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ancc^ indignant at such misapplication of finery, angrily 
observed) to have made a hundred dresses with trim- ' 
mings and tippets. We looked at the slow-filling ball 
till in our weariness we thought it became emptier, and 
then we looked at a prettier sight, — the spectators. 
They consisted for the most part of country people, 
spead all the way down the large space to the meadows; 
perched on the church-tower, on the side of the F. hill, 
on trees, on waggons, on the church-yard wall. Nothing 
was visible but heads and upturned faces, and here and 
there a little opening made by habitual deference for 
horsemen and carriages, in that grand and beautiful 
living mass, a pleased and quiet crowd. Then we looked 
at the peaceful landscape beyond,, the Thames winding 
in its green meadowa under the fine range of the O***- 
sbire hills, shut in on one side by the church with its 
magnificent Gothic tower, on the other by the before- 
mentioned eminence crowned with trees a& with a plume. 
Then a sudden shower put motion in the crowd ; flight 
and scrambling and falling ensued ; numerous umbrellas 
were expanded : and the whole scene resembled those 
processions which one has sometimes seen on Indian 
paper, and became quite oriental. ' . 

, At last, however, we were tired of gazing without, and 
turned our attention within doors. The room was full 
of fluctuating company, all strange to us except the lady 
of the house ; and the party nearest to us, our next-; 
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window neighbours, naturally engaged us most. The 
party in question consisted of a gentleman and lady in 
the very morning of life, who, placed in an old-fashioned 
window-seat, were sedulously employed in guarding 
and caressing a beautiful little girl about three years 
old, who stood between them infinitely amused at the 
scene. . They were, as our hostess informed us, a young 
couple of large fortune newly settled in the neighbour- 
hood, and seemed of that happy order of beings, hand- 
some, smiling, and elegant, to whom every occupation 
is graceful. Certainly nothing could be prettier or more 
becoming than the way in which they talked to their 
lovely little girl. Another lady, evidently belonging to 
the party, stood. near them, occasionally bending to the 
freqiient questions of the child, or making a polite reply 
to the animated observations of her father, but constantly 
declining his offered seat, and apparently taking as little 
interest in the scene as well might be. ' • - ^ 

. This.indifierence to an object which was exciting th^ 
rapturous attention of some thousands of spectators kept 
me so comfortably in countenance, that it excited a 
strong desire to discover as much as I could without 
rudeness of a person, whose opinions on one point, seem- 
ing to accord so remarkably with my own, gave assur- 
ance, as I modestly thought, of a sensible woman. 
.. The lady was tigtll and slender, and dressed with that 
remarkable closeness and quietness, that entire absence 
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of fashion or of pretension, which belong aknost eiclu- 
givdy to governesses or the serious. A snow-white dress 
entirely untrimmed, a plain but nicely-fitting dove- 
coloured spencer, a straw cottage-bonnet, and a white 
veil a good deal over the.face, might have suited either 
caste ; but there was something in that face which in- 
clmed for the governess, or rather agamst the devotee. 
It was a pale thin countenance, which had evidently 
seen thirty summers, with features which had lost their 
bloom and roundness, but still retained their delicate 
symmetry, lighted up by a pair of black eyes inexpres* 
sibly intelligent — saucy, merry, dancing, talking ! Oh 
those eyes! Whenever a gentleman said something 
learnedly wrong about hydrogen or oxygen, or air-valves 
or gasometers, or such branches of learning, or a lady 
vented something sentimentally silly about sailing 
amongst the stars, those black eyes flashed into laugh- 
ter. Of a certainty they did not belong to one of the 
serious, or they would have been kept in better order ; I 
bad therefore quite decided in favour of the governess, 
and had begun to puzzle myself to remember m whose 
head beside that of the younger Mina (that most in- 
teresting of all the Spanish patriots, who was in London 
during the hundred days, and was afterwards most bar- 
barously shot in Mexico), I had seen such a pair of danc- 
ing lights, when the whole truth flashed upon me at a 
word. ** Marianne"— began the pretty mama of the 
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pretty child, and in a moment I too had exclaimed 
^' Marianne !" had darted forward, and seissed both her 
hands, and in less than a minute we were seated in the 
remotest comer of the room, away from the bustle and 
the sight, the gazers and the balloon. It was turned off, 
I believe,^— at least I have a faint recollection of certain 
shouts which implied its ascent, and remember being 
bored by a sentimental young lady to come and look at 
it " sailing like an eagle along the sky.** But neither 
Marianne nor I saw or thought of the spectacle. We 
were in the midst of old recollections, and old pleasureSy 
now raining questions on each other, now recurring de* 
%htedly to our brief companionship, and aniling half 
ashamed and half regretfully on the sweet illusion of 
that happy time. 

Alas for my beautiful princess of O. Castle ! Here 
she was, no longer young, fair, or blooming, a poor nur*» 
sery governess ! Alas for my princess ! Sixteen years 
of govemessing, sixteen years passed in looking at the 
world through the back windows, might well have dimmed 
thact brilliant beauty, and tamed that romantic imagina* 
tion. But I had not conversed with her five minutes 
before I found that her spirit had lost none of its buoy- 
ancy, that under all her professional demureness she was 
still, as her black eyes promised, one of the airiest and 
sprightiiest creatures in the world. She glanced rapidly, 
but with great feeling, over the kindness she had expe- 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



144 MARIANNE. 

rienced from the whole fsunily on the death of lord and . 
lady G., and then, in a style of light and playful gaiety, 
indescribably graceful and attractive, proceeded to give 
me the history of her successive governess-ships, touching 
with a pencil inimitably sportive the several humours and 
affectations which she had encountered in her progress 
through the female world. '^ I was never," said she in 
conclusion, *^ so happily situated as I am at present. 
The father and mother, are charming people, and my 
little Emma" (by this time the child had joined us, and 
was nestling in Marianne's lap) .** is the most promising 
pupil I ever had in my life. In little more than four 
months she has learned three letters and three quarters. 
I should like to see her through the alphabet — ^but yet" 
—and here she broke off with a smile and a blush, and 
a momentary depression of her sparkling eyes, that again 
brought before me the youthful beauty of G. Castle, and 
tnresistibly suggested the idea of a more suitable termina- 
tion to the romance than it had originally promised. Such 
blushes have only one meaning. Finding that she still 
paused, I ventured to finish the sentence. " But. yet 
you will leave this promising piipil?" — " Yes." — " Not, 
however, for a similar situation?" — " No." — " And who 
is the happy man ?" — " A very old friend. Do you re- 
member Mr. M., the chaplain at the castle ?"— " What! 
the great mathematician with the scratch wig, who saw 
without seeing, and heard without bearing, who wore hk 
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waistcoat the wrong way, and went to chapel with one 
white stocking and one black ? Is he lefutur V* Ma- 
rianne laughed outright. '^ His son ! his son 1 Hemu^ 
have been at Cambridge when you were with us, for he 
also is a great mathematician, although I promise you 
he wears his waistcoat with the right side outward, and 
his legs are both of one colour. We have been waiting 
for a college living ; and now*' — and again she broke off 
and blushed and smiled ; and again that smiling^blush 
of modesty and pleasure and love brought back for a 
moment the fleeting beauty of seventeen ; and even in 
that Bioment the show was over, the erowd dispersed, 
and we parted *« 

* Not however for another period of eighteen years. Before the 
summer was gone, I had the pleasure of visiting her at her pretty 
rectory, of seeing with my own eyes that a great mathematician may 
wear stockings to match, and of witnessing the quiet gaiety, the heart- 
UM happiness of the dear and charming Marianne. 
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THfi &1JCLISH TfiACHtR. 

Miss R., the English teacher^ to whom poor Madame 
took so unfortunate an aversion, was one of the most 
charming women that I have ever known. The pretty 
word " graziosa,** by which Napoleon loved to describe 
Josephine, seemed made for her. She was full of a de- 
licate grace of mind and person. Her little elegant 
figure, and her fair mild face, lighted up so brilliantly by 
her large hazel eyes, corresponded exactly with the soft 
gentle manners which were so often awakened into a. 
delightful playfulness, or an enthusiasm more charming 
still, by the impulse of her quick and ardent spirit. To 
be sure she had a slight touch of distraction about her 
(distraction French, not distraction English), an interest- 
ing absence of mind. She united in her own person all 
the sins of forgetfulness of all the young ladies ; mislaid 
her handkerchief, her shawl, her gloves, her work, her 
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musie^'faer drawing, lier scissors, hen keys ; would fk«k 
for a book when she held it ia her hand, and aet a whole 
dasB hunting for her thimbk, whilst the B»d thimbld 
was quietly perched upon her finger« Oh ! with ^at a 
pitying sccnm oar exact and lecoUective Frotchwoman 
used to look down on such an incorrigible ahatteibraki i 
But she was a poetess, as Madame said^ and what could 
you expect bett^t 

In E^ite of this misfortune^ the was unirersally liked 
and lespeoted ; I, for my own paxt, loved Miss- R. even 
b^tar than Madame ; though I had some temptations to 
disl^ her, she having, to my sorrow, undertaken the 
peculiar charge of my education for the last two years of 
my stay at school (from thirteen to lifteen)^ which she 
fdilowed up with extraordinary rigour ; so that instead 
of pasring half hours and whole hours, half days and 
whole days^ at the side of ^my beautiful countessi in the 
fufi enjoyment of my dearly bebved idleness, I found 
myself, to my unspeakable discomposure, getting by rote 
(an operation which I always detested) sundry tedious 
abridgements of heraldry, botany, biography, mineralogy, 
mythology, and at least half a dozen " ologies" more, 
compiled by hersdf for my exiuress edification. I ga?e 
her feir warning that I should foi^t all these wise things 
in no time, and kept my word ; but there was no ea« 
taping the previous formality of learning them. Oh 1 
dear me ! I groan in spirit at the very recollection, i 
l2 
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was even threatened with the Latin grammar. All her 
instructions, however, were not administered in so unpa- 
latable a form. To fill up any nook of time which the 
common demands of the school and her private lessons 
might leave vacant, we used to rei^ together, chiefly 
poetry. With her I first became acquainted with Pope's 
Homet, Dryden's Virgil, and the Paradise Lost. Those 
were moments of intense gratification ; she read capi- 
tally, and was a most 'indulgent hearer of my remarks 
and exclamations ; — sufiered me to admire Satan, and 
detest Ulysses, and rail at the pious ^neas as long as I 
chose. After these master-poets we turned to some pe- 
culiar fovourites of her own, Akenside, whom I could 
not understand then (neither can I now), and Young, 
Whom I could not read. Three weary evenings did we 
consume over his three first nights ; but the lecture was 
so dismal, so afflicting, and my impatience and ennui 
were so contagious, that at last we fairly gave him up. 
I have never opened the Night Thoughts since ; the 
bare recollection of that attempt is enough. 

Beside the readings, Miss R. compensated in another 
way for the pain and grief of my unwilling application : 
she took me often to the theatre ; whether as an extra 
branch of education, or because she was herself in the 
height of a dramatic fever, it would be invidious to iur 
quire. The efiect may be easily foreseen ; my enthu- 
siasm soon equalled her own ; we began to read Shak-^ 
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speare, and read nothing else. There was of course a 
great difference in kind between her pleasure and mine; 
her's Vas a critical, mine a childish enjoyment; she 
loved fine acting, and I loved the play. Perhaps I loved 
the written drama 'more than she did ; for her admira* 
tionwas given rather to the great actor than to the 
author; she thought more of John Kemble than of Shak- 
speare ;~it was a real passion for the stage. She never 
baw our great school-room without longing to turn it 
into a theatre. Two events, which happened in my 
last half-year, most unexpectedly realized her wish — 
though the accomplishment fell far short of her ex-^ 
pectations. Madame, poor Madame, the determined 
enemy of poetry and private theatricals, left us ; sla^ 
returned to France, and we never saw her again ; and, 
just at the same time, a young lady arrived from the 
country, so different from all other country consign- 
ments, that our prejudices melted before her like snow 
in the sunshine. 

Eliza M. was a tall, full-formed, noble-looking girl of 
sixteen, with an expressive open countenance, and a fine 
frankness of manner. Her conversation was singularly 
engaging and original, — fresh, ardent, eloquent, like that 
of a clever boy ; — manly, not masculine. No one could 
be in her company five minutes without being convinced 
of her great powers and of their high cultivation. To 
add to our astonishment (for we had really the imperti- 
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aeoce to tbink most places of education withb the bilb 
of mortalUy, exid all b^ond iheax, mere dens of igno- 
raix:e,) to crush all our pr^udkes at once, she was just 
come from acountiy idiool, where her very last act had 
been the representation of Comus* Hoe was a disco^ 
vary I In the eustmg state of Mies R.*s fency, she be« 
came convinced that Elim M, owed not only her graceful 
carriage and her fine elocution, but all her talents and 
accomplishments SoMy to the hayliig sttstasoed a part in 
this mailque ; and she instantly resotved to new-mode) 
all. h^ pupils at a stroke in the same way. She imme* 
diatdy communicated her resoliltion to Elixa and my-* 
self, and left ns to consult Mrs. S. on the subject. We 
letaiained together in high expectation, turning over M3<* 
ton's exquisite poem, casting the parts, spouting, sd* 
miring, &nd I, between whiles, a little uegietthig that^ 
though the very finest thing in the world in its way, 
Comus was not Richard the Third. The regret was nn« 
necessary ; we were not &ted to act Comns. Miss R» 
fetumed from Mrs* S. with the appohited play, Ihe only 
|day which that worthy governess wonld hear of*-^e 
0nly play fit to be acted by young ladies-^-the Search 
after Happiness, a pastoial dmma; and the xei^ctiye 
sAdbters of Milton and Shakspeare sate down to the 
{lerasai of Mrs. Hannah More» Do any of my readors 
know the piece ? It is a dialogue in rhyme, moral, sen^ 
iSHble^ and well-intentioned, but not very dmmaitic, and 

10 
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not pastoral at all. The 9tory may be 9hor(ly told. 
Four fadhioaable ypui^ ladiep, sufficiently tir^ pf th«9i* 
selves and of the wor]4, go forth ^uto the fields PQ^ fiuQ 
morning to seek a venerable elderly lady, Urauia by 
name, through whp^e wisdom they e^pe^^t to be made 
immediately good and happy. They h4ve the usual 
»ce»ic good fortune of ipeeting with the anly hf^vmi 
being who could properly direct them, in die pewon of 
a c^UijsL young shepherdess, called Florella, a protegSa 
of Uraiiia, who leads them to her at onee. She receives 
the distressed damsels kindly ; hears their several con-> 
fessions, jnot of sins but of profM&nsities ; for they have 
all, according to Pope's system^ a *^ ruling passion ;'' 
g^ves them good advice aiid a bre^fiut ; and the piece 
concludes* It had nearly come to a^ abrupt concksiod 
m our case. Critics x)f fifteen and luxteen are not re* 
maxkably tolerant : and Mrs. Hannah More, though a 
foncible prose writer, is, without offence be it s^token, no 
great poet ! and measured with Milton — ^tke Search after 
Happiness compared to Comus 1 Alas for poor Miss R. I 
within a quarter of an hour after assigning the manage* 
rial throne, she shared the fate of other managers,^^4ker 
two principal actors threw up their parts. This fit of 
disgust ;v^as, however, rather violent than lasting. Our 
mmmger soothed and scolded, and reasoned a^ bribed t 
Sflod we, after pickii^ this *' Pastoral Drama" to piece! 
as thoroughly as ever children picked a daisy, began to 
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relent ; listened to reason^ and finally promised to try ; 
a condescension to which we were induced, partly by the 
cogent argument that any j^ay was better than none, 
and partly by the promise of real scenery, new dresses, 
and splendid decorations. The play was now generally 
announced ; read with piodigious applause, (it seemed 
that we two had exhausted the critical carj^g;) and 
cast in proper form. Eliza accepted Urania, stipulating 
that the speeches should be a good deal shortened^ 
especially in the didactic parts ; and that the worthy lady 
should be made considerably younger. She declared 
that she would not even have acted Comus, if Comus 
had been an old woman ; and, above all, she demanded 
that one expression, which particularly affronted her, 
^ the goodly dame," should be transmuted into ''gentle 
&ir," or some such elegancy. The four seekers after 
l^appiness were next to be disposed o£. Cleora, the 
leader and talker of the party fell to my share. This 
Cleora waa a learned lady, a blue stocking of the very 
first water, and if intended by the author, as I suppose 
it was, for a lesson, was sadly thrown away in the present 
instance. God knows there was small danger of my as- 
piring after too much knowledge ! What a pity that 
Miss Julia,.maker of notes, writer of short-hand, reporter 
of lectures, should have left school I She would have 
played Cleora to the life. She should have staid on 
purpose, and I dare say she would have staid^ if she 
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could have foreseen such an opportunity of exhibiting the 
universality of her genius* Next came '' the fair £u- 
phelia/' a pretty vain coquettish character, which, in 
right of beauty, was consigned to our beautiful countess. 
What a mistake was that too ! No one could look at 
the pure and lofty style of her countenance without being 
convinced that vanity was to her an impossible fault ; 
proud she might be, vain she could not; one should as 
soon have suspected the Apollo Belvidere. The third 
lady errante, " the gentle Laurinda,*' was much better 
disposed of. Never was a part more felicitously cast 1 
Our Laurinda was a fine, showy girl, tall, plump, inert 
and languishing, with a fair blooming complexion, light 
sleepy eyes, long flaxen hair, and a general comely silli- 
ness of aspect. Her speech had a characteristic slow- 
*ness, an indolent drawl, all her words dragged as it were, 
so that those who did not know her were apt to accuse 
her of affectation. Those who did saw at once that she 
was a thoroughly well-meaning young person with much 
good humour and no want of sense, but with an entire 
absence of energy and application, a capacity of un* 
learning, a faculty of forgetting exactly suited to the 
part. She was, in short, the very Laurinda of the {day. 
Last of the quartet was Pastorella, a romantic nymph 
always in love. Truly she was well suited too ; having 
fallen to the lot of a very lovely girl, quite an Asiatic 
beauty, who, although not in the least addicted to any 
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wMii $Uly pastime, had an oriental languor in her slow 
and graceful movements, and a depth of tenderness in 
her large black eyes which gave a great yerimmilitade to 
her representation of the lovelorn damseL She was 
also an admirable musician, and ^iss R. determined to 
call her sweet and passionate vmoe in aid of the illusion.. 
So she was to sing some fervid Italian ditty to the ac-* 
companiment of h^ own harp; whiph would have just 
the poper sentimental air {your. romantic young bdy 
always does accompany herself on the harp, especially 
out of doors) and to be drest as much like the heroiiie of 
a novel as possible^ Then came the shepherdess Flo- 
r^la. We had a charming Florelia; a gentle, simple, 
country girl, whose round, slender figure, her golden 
hair, blue eyes, and glowing complexion, her innocent 
voice, and engaging smile, might have suited 

— " Hit pettiest Jow-bom Uubs thai ever 
Ran f>o the ^eew-^wwd.'---'-^ 

She seemed bom to wear litide white hats wseathed with 
fldweis, and jackets laced tightly to her small trim waist, 
to weave cha|4ets, tie up nosegays, and twist garlands 
pmfii her crook. 

Our dramslis personsB now wanted only the twQ 
daughters of Urania to be complete, Iliese two daugh- 
ters m^i almost have passed ponr des persamnageg 
mueU, They had scarcely ten iinos between them ; 
any body might have fUlod siucfa parts, and yet tiie filling 
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them nearly, overset our play. They had been oTer- 
looked at first, bemg readly too iminiportant to attract 
attention, and remained for tnro or three days totalljr 
forgotten } till 2^obie, onr cleverdunce, aod Chadottc^ 
x>ne of our managing lUad (bnsiBtarCfiduaineirasiIl, 
fff flhe vDidd hsBve maniEinied for all three), tocdc a 
^cy to act tliem, and immediately preferred a petition 
to that effect, which \¥as readily granted* Nothing 
could equal the c(msteniatioQ of tiieir mama dect wheik 
she heard this intelligence. To be a mmua at aU wM 
bad enough ; but to ha^e one c&ughter taller than her- 
self, and another^ who, though not tall, looked like aja 
old fidry, was not to be endured. She flew to Miss B* 
Miss R. was sorry, bat «be had promised. She oemon*' 
strated, coaxed, argued, threatened, talked of resigning^ 
did resign ; still no rdaxatioa. The whole house was 
split into factions ; all who knew any thing of acting 
felt, with poor Urania, that the grouping reqnired abso- 
lute children ; ail who did ni^ sided widi the pcpuliijr 
favourites Zenobie and Chaiiotte. At last, a£ter die 
manager's firmness and the prima donna's obstinacy had 
been well tiied, after one whole day of turmoil and stis^ 
pense, Charlotte's good humour decided the question. 
^She prevaMed on Zenc^tne to join her in wididcawing 
their request ; and Urania, wiell diidden for her pre» 
sumption, penitent but trjumphant, resumed her part^ 
and at the end of a few days was even pennxtted to choose 
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her children. And an excellent choice she made. Our 
Bweet little Irish girl, the sometime Pizarro, who did every 
thing but grow, and at twelve years of age looked eight, 
as at eight she had wit enough for twelve, played the 
eldest daughter; whilst a rosy, curly ^pated, laughing brat 
of six, a perfect picture of a child, just like one of Sir 
Joshua's stepped down from the frame, lisped through 
the youngest to admiration. Nor were Charlotte and 
Zenobie forgotten. The three sisters formed a sort of 
chorus of shepherdesses in attendance on Florella, and 
sang and danced at the banquet ; whilst, at the end of 
their dance, Zenobie, exquisitely dressed and armed 
with a superb garland of roses, darted forward and ex*" 
ecuted a pas seuL Such a passeul! The French 
dancing-master declared that nothing like it had ever 
been seen in England. It was the only part of our play 
that was encored. 

And now we began to experience, in its fullest en- 
chantment, the extraordinary power that acting pos- 
sesses over the human fancy, — ^the total absorption, the 
artificial importance, the busy idleness! The whole 
school was turned topsy turvy ; nothing was thought of 
or talked of but our play ; there was an entire pause 
and intermission of all lessons, an universal holiday* 
Those who did not act in the drama were wanted to act 
audience ; and the making of paper flowers, the con- 
struction of pasteboard tiellis-work, the painting and 
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decorating of Urania's bower, the only part of the 
scenery which we managed at home, (all the rest was 
hired from a private theatre) found full employment for 
little and great* The actresses were busy enough. 
Urania had her part to study and her dress ; or rather 
«he had to reconcile these perplexing contradictions, — 
to submit her decorations to the sedateness of her cha- 
racter, and to take away somewhat of age and gravity 
from her character to suit the elegance of her costume. 
Oh the coquetry of her point-lace cap ! and the pr6fuse 
and graceful fold^ of fine Indian muslin in which she 
was enveloped ! She looked as much like a splendid 
young bride, and as little like a reduced elderly gentle* 
woman, as could be. Besides these weighty and op- 
posing considerations, Urania^ undertook the charge of 
teaching her daughters and the shepherdess Florella; 
and was extra-officially employed in giving hints to all 
parties, from the harp mistress, who composed our 
songs, down to the shoemaker who furnished our san- 
dals, — from the manager rehearsing, down to Laurinda 
trying to learn. The fair Euphelia, too, had a double 
difficulty to encounter, her dignity and the th. Oh 
those terrible consonants ! she could manage all other 
English sounds. We changed every word we could ; 
but there was no dispensing with the thes and the 
thats ; so she was forced to go on d^ing and datting so 
prettily ! we scarcely wished to cure such an imperfec- 
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lion. Pastorella's careg were df a gentler sort. She 
was engaged in the pleasant ta«k of ielecting the ten-^ 
derest Italian song, and the most romantic trimming 
that fashion woold permit. With the first she was 
easily suited ; the last was rather a puzzle. First she 
fixed upon the heart's-ease, whose sentimental names, 
the pens^e, and the love in idleness, rendered it pecu* 
iiarly appropriate; bat the hearths-ease is a daylight 
iiower; its colours require the sun; the yellow looks 
white and the purple black by candle light; so that 
was given up. Then she tried the lily of the valley; 
thai was too limp^ and hung awkwardly ;^^hen sprigs 
of myrtle; they were too stiff, and would iK>t hang at 
all ; iM> that she was fiaum to lay aside her softer emblems, 
and content hsrsdf widi oak leaves and acorns. My 
|«)ubles lay in a different direction* At first I had 
inwardly grieved over the play and the part and the 
prologue (whick also fell to my lot) as a sad waste of 
talent ; I had faUen inta the pretty general enor of 
miatilunjg die love of an art, for the power of exeeliing 
in it, and had longed to oome out in Milton or Shak* 
if>eare. But I soon discovered, to the great improve* 
ment of my humility, that The Search aft^ Happness 
was only too good for me, in short, that I was about as 
bad an actress as ever trod the stage. To be sure, I 
did know my speeches by rote, and i also understood 
the sense of them; I could read the play decently 
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enough ; but in acting I was really deplorable ; shame 
and ieex and awkwardness had set their mark on me ; 
there was no breaking the spell. My hands and arms 
especially were intolerable burthens. I never knew 
what to do with th^n ; and should certainty have re* 
signed in despair, but for the relief of a fan in the pro- 
)ogue, and a most oomfcnrtable promise from Florella, to 
pop <k nosegay into my hand the moment she came on* 
the sc^ne. Nothing less could have reconciled me to 
ranaining in the company. In proportion as i disap* 
pcnnted my own expectations, Urania exceeded them. 
She was indeed a consummate actress, in voice, person, 
manner and expression. A pervading and indescribable 
grace, a fine quick intelligence, and a modest confi- 
dence, distmguished every word and motion. I wasr 
never weary of admiring her.— Perhaps I might almost 
have envied such powers in any one else; but she was 
so kind-hearted, bore her fiaculties so meekly, was so 
ready to advise, and so es^er to encourage and assist, 
that she quelled the evil spirit. She seemed perfectly 
unconscious of her high superiority ; except the natural 
desire not to k}ok too old, she never betrayed one spark 
of vanity through the whole piece. 

At last, after a whole month's busy preparation, the 
great day arrived, luckily one of the shortest in Decem- 
ber ; for such a day of concision and unrest and useless 
bustle I never encountered before or since. From sim- 
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rise to sunset we were all running after we knew not 
what, talking, spouting, singing, laughing, or crying, 
without a moment's intermission. My particular exer- 
cise was practising the circular curtsy, which I had 
been, taught to make as prologue ; I curtsied till 
I could hardly stand. Of course we had plenty of 
vexations, besides those which we chose to cultivate for 
our private diversion. First of all, the sandals were not 
finished. In spite of three several misssages to the 
faithless shoemaker, the sandals never made their ap- 
pearance till just half an hour after the shepherdesses 
had accomplished Uieir dance in slippers* The fancy 
dresses of Urania's daughters never came at all ; they 
were forced to play in white frocks. Then the decora- 
tions that did arrive, contrived to be almost as provoking 
as those that did not. A stupid milliner sent Euphelia 
a sky-blue plume to wear with her pink robe ; Paste*- 
Kella's new stays were two inches too large ; Florella's 
jacket was three inches too small; and the green cur- 
tain a quarter of a yard too short. There was no end 
to the letting down, the letting out, and the taking in 
of that disastrous day. But the most perplexing of all 
our perplexities was occasioned by the innocent but un- 
fortunate Laurinda. She had no mother, and -was to 
be furnished with a splendid dress by her father's sister, 
viscountess A. We were anxiously looking out for. the 
expected parcel, the lady aunt being in the country, 
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when a letter which arrived by post spread a general 
consternation and dismay. This letter, addressed to 
Laurinda, franked by the viscount, signed by the 
viscountess, and written by her maid, announced that 
the promised dress would be sent by the coach on 
Thursday, and they hoped would fit and please the 
intended wearer. Thursday ! and this ** the great, the 
important day*' was Tuesday ! Here was a calamity I 
We examined the letter again and again, spelt the word 
over and over, there it was plain and clear, T, h, u, the 
next letter was rather uncertain, it looked most Hke 
an r, but it might have passed for an e, without a loop^ 
or an i, without a tittle. The Th was there as legible as 
copper-plate, and never did those two letters give 
greater perturbation to our dear countess, than to us the 
committee of management. One of us, however, on a 
closer perusal of the letter, found that " pleased*' wag 
spelt '^ plased/* and, on examining. Laurinda^ we far* 
tlier. discovered that the waiting gentlewoman was Irish. 
It might therefore be purely an error in spelling, arising 
from a vicious pronunciation. But this conjecture was 
considered as rather super-subtle, and at all events we 
could not comfortably rely even on ^.femme-de-cKambres 
false spelling. So we held a council on the case, and 
had just resolved to omit the character altogether, when 
the paraphernalia arrived, and, restored the fair wearer 
to the honours of the playrbill. Such a dress was worth 

M 
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a little fright; it was equally superb and becomiug: 
she looked like a peeress, in that magnificent birth-day 
suit; and within a few months she actually became 
one ; — the earliest and best married of all our company 
was the gentle Laurinda. 

At last the long and arduous duties of the tiring*T00m 
were over ; and plumed and trained and spangled, pearU 
powdered, or rouged, as fear and novelty made us look 
red or pale, we were safely escorted behind the green 
curtain, and left there by our manager, who resolved 
herself to join the company. Our theatre was a lofty 
jspacious saloon, built after the house was erected, for 
the purpose of a dancing-room. It was well adapted to 
our present object, as it opened into another apartment 
by large folding doors ; and the two together accommo* 
dated a very numerous and elegant audience. We 
behind the curtain had no way of communicating with 
the rest of the house except through a window, which 
looked from a considerable height into the garden. A 
ladder was placed at the window, and a maid servant 
stood within, and the gardener without, to perform any 
service diat we might require. Miss R. had been 
much pleased with this temporary non-intercourse, this 
secure caging of her little birds ; it was such an assu<- 
rance of their not flying away, of which, in one instance 
at least, the danger had seemed imminent. She did 
AQt foresee the calamity that awaited us. Just as the 
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c6mpany was entering, and our orchestra b^inning m 
grand ^ncetto, Pastordla, who had succeeded in 
taking in her stays till she could scarcety breathe in 
ilhein, between fright, and tight lacing, fainted awayv 
and water was immediately called for. The gardener, 
whose ideas appear to have been rather professional, 
immediately hsuided np an enormous watering-pot, 
brimfntt of the pine element, which the housemaid was 
carrying to the fainting lady, when Miss Jane, darting 
along with her usual offieiouaness, and more than heic 
usual speed, in search of a holtle of sal volatile, threw 
poor Pastorella's own hsyrp right against the well-loaded 
housemaid, and housemaid, harp, and watering-pot att 
fell together in the middle of the stage. The crash was 
startling; and our manager jumped over the foot lampSF 
lo investigate the cause. She found the sick dams^ 
roused by the shock in time to save her laces, and very 
wisely aigaged in washing off her rouge and relieving 
her heart by a plentiful shower of tears. Housemaid 
and haj^, too, had been poked up unhurt ; but the 
watering-pot was rolling about the stage, and the stage 
was floated, absolutely under water. The actresseit 
were scudding about to the dry places, full of care far 
their si&s and satins, some clmging to the bower, others 
cfimbing the side- scenes, perched amidst boughs and 
branches, and in great danger of bringing the whole 
forest about our ears. It was no time for scolding ; w 
m2 
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the whole chain of delinquents, from the gardener to 
Miss Jane, escaped unchidden ; it was more " germane 
to the matter*' to send for cloths and mops, and warm-" 
ing-pans, and more housemaids, and get the stage dry 
as soon as possible. The cold water had done us all 
good; it had diverted our thoughts. Even J, in the 
paidst of my tribulation, foi^t for a moment that I was 
to speak the prologue and to open the play; — alas! 
only for a moment ! Our manager rejoined the com* 
pany, the curtain drew up, and I advanced to make the 
famous curtsy, with just such a courage as a coward 
tnay assume, who is placed in the van in battle and can-^ 
not run away, — the desperate courage of fear. I think 
I can feel my heart beat now. There was.no need of 
such palpitations. The audience came to be indulgentj 
and they were so. The prologue went off well ; and 
the play on the whole sUU better. I have not left room 
for particular accidents — and how one scene would not 
go back, or another come forward : — how La\irinda was 
stranded, and Urania helped her off : — ^how Pastorella's 
harp was untuned by the fall and her voice by the cry- 
ing, and how that untuneable song and the oak-leaf 
trimming won the heart of a young post captain, now 
her happy spouse : — how Florella forgot her crook, and 
Cleora walked through her train : — these, with other 
notable incidents, must remain untold. Suffice it, that 
Euphelia's beauty, Urania's acting, and Zenobie's danc- 
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ing bore the bell; and that after them, papas and 
uncles and grandpapas admired each his own. 

Years have passed, and that blooming company is 
scattered far and wide. Some are married ; some are 
dead. But whenever a happy chance throws two or 
three of us together, the English teacher and her fa- 
vourite play are sure to be amongst the first, the gayest, 
and the tenderest of our school-day recollections. 
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Lucy irho in Iter single state bove so striking a resem- 
blance to Jenny Dennison in the number and Tariety of 
lier lovers, continues to hnitate tkat illustrious original in 
her married life by her dexterous and excelleiit manage- 
ment^ of which I hate been lately an amused and ad- 
miring witness. Not haying seen her for a long time, 
tempted by the fineness of the day, the first day of sum- 
mer, and by the pleasure of carrying to her a little house- 
wifely present from her sometime mistress, we resolved 
to take a substantial luncheon at two o*cl6ck, and drive 
over to drink tea with her at five, such being, as we well 
knew, the fashionable visiting hour at S» 

The day was one glow of sunshine, and the road 
wound through a beautiful mixture of hill and dale and 
rich woodland, clothed in the brightest foliage, and 
thickly studded with gentlemen's seats, and prettier 
cottages, their gardens gay with the blossoms of the 
plum and the cherry, tossing their snowy garlands across 
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the deep blue sky. So we journeyed on through plea- 
sant villages and shady lanes till we emerged mto the 
opener and totally different scenery of M. Common ; a 
wild district, always picturesque and romantic, but now 
peculiarly brilliant, and glowing with the luxuriant 
orange flowers of the furze in its height of bloom, 
stretching around us like Ibi sea of gold, and loading the 
very air with its rich almond odour. Who would have 
believed that this brown, barren, shaggy heath could 
have assumed such splendour, such majesty ? The far- 
ther we proceeded, the more beautiful it appeared, the 
more gorgeous, the more brilliant. Whether climbing 
up the steep bank, and mixing with the thick plantation 
of dark firs ; or checquered with brown heath and green 
turf on the open plain, where the sheep and lambs were 
straying ; or circling round the pool covered with its 
bright white flowers ; or edging the dark morass inlaid 
with the silky tufts of the cotton grass ; or creeping down 
the deep dell where the alders grow ; or mixing by the 
roadside with the- shining and varied bark, now white, 
now purplish, and the light tremulous leaves of the 
feathery birch-tree; — in every form or variety this furze 
was beauty itself. We almost lamented to leave it, as 
we wound down the steep hill of M. West-end, that 
most picturesque village, with its long open sheds for 
broom and faggot-making; its little country inn, the 
Red Lion ; its pretty school just in the bottom, where 
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the clear stream comes bubbling over the road, and the 
romantic foot-bridge is flung across ; and with cottage» 
straggling up the hill on the opposite ascent^ orchards^ 
backed by meadows, and the light wreaths of smoke 
sailing along-the green hill-side, the road winding amidst 
all, beside another streamlet whose deep rust-coloured 
scum gives token of a chalybeate' spring. 

Even this sweet and favourite scene, which, when I 
would think of the perfection of village landscape, of a 
spot to live and die in, rises unbidden before my eyes,—* 
this dear and cherished picture which I generally leave 
so reluctantly — was hurried over now, so glad were we to 
emerge once more from its colder colouring into the full 
glory of the waving furze on S» common, brighter even 
than that of M. which we left behind us. Even Lucy*s 
house was unheeded till we drove up to the door, and 
found, to our great satisfaction, that she was at home. 

The three years that have elapsed since her marriage 
have changed the style of her beauty. She is grown very 
f at,and rather coarse ; and having moreover taken to loud 
speaking (as I apprehend a village schoolmistress must 
do in pure self-defence, that her voice may be heard in 
the Tnelee), J)\xt airy sparkling soubrette, although still 
handsome, has been transmuted somewhat suddenlv into 
a bustling merry country-dame, looking her full age, if 
not a little older. It is such a transition as a rdsebud 
experiences when turned into a rose, such as might befal 
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Ihe pretty coquette mistress Anne Page when she wedded 
master Fenton and became one of the merry wives of 
Windsor. Lucy, however, jn her dark gown and plain cap 
(for her dress hath undergone as much alteration as her 
person), her smiles and her rosiness, is still as fair a spe^ 
men of country comeliness as heart can desire. 

We found her very busy, superintending the opera- 
tions of a certain she-tailor, a lame woman famous for 
button-holes, who travels from house to house in that 
primitive district, making and repairing men's gear, and 
who was at that moment endeavouring to extract a smart 
waistcoat for our friend the schoolmaster out of a rem^ 
nant of calico and a blemished waistcoat-piece, which 
had been purchased at half-price for his behoof by hia 
frugal help-mate. The more material parts of the cut-* 
ting out had been effected before my arrival, considera- 
bly at the expense of the worthy pedagogue's comfort^ 
although to the probable improvement of his shape ; for 
certainly the new fabric promised to be at least an inch 
smaller than the pattern ; — that point, however, had been 
by dint of great ingenuity satisfactorily adjusted, and I 
found the lady of the shears and the lady of the rod in 
the midst of a dispute on the question of buttons, which 
the tailoress insisted must be composed of metal or mo- 
ther of pearl, or any thing but covered molds, inasmuch 
as there would be no stuff left to cover them ; whilst 
Lucy on her side insisted that there was plenty, that any 
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tiling (as all the world knew) would suffice to cover 
buttons if people were clever and careful, and that eer* 
t&in most diminutive and irregular scraps, which she ga^ 
thered from the table and under it, and displayed with 
grepit ostentation, were amply sufficieht for the purpose. 
** If the pieces are not b^ enough,'' continued she, 
^ you have nothbg to do but to join them.*' And as 
Lttcy had greatly the advantage both in loudness of 
voice and fluency of thought and word, over the itinerant 
semstress, who was a woman of slow quiet speech, she 
carried her point in the argument most triumphantly, 
although whether the unlucky waistcoat-maker will sue-* 
ceed in stretching her materials so as to do the impos** 
sible remains to be proved, the button question being 
still undecided when I left S. 

Her adversary being fairly silenced, Lucy laid aside 
her careful thoughts and busy looks ; and leavmg the 
poor woman to her sewing and stitching, and a little tidy 
lass (a sort of half-boarder, who acts half as servant, half 
as pupil), to get all things ready for tea, she prepared 
to accompany me to a pleasant coppice in the neigh- 
bourhood, fiunous for wild lilies of the valley, to the love 
of which delicate flower, she, not perhaps quite unjustly, 
partly attributed my visit 

Nothing could be more beautiful than the wood where 
they are found, which we reached by crossing first the 
open common, with its golden waves of furze, and then 
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a clover field intensely green^ deliciodsly fresh and cool 
tb the eye and Ihi^ tread. The cbpse was just in its 
]>leasantest state, having liicktty been cut last year, and 
being too thinly clothed with timber to obstruct the 
vihw. It goes sloping down, a hilly till it is lost in the 
greeti depths of P. Forest, with an abruptness of descent 
which resembles a series of terraces or rather ledges, sq 
narrow that it is sometimes difficult to find a space on 
which to walk. The footing is the more precarious, as 
even the broader paths are intersected and broken by 
holl6ws and caves, where the ground has given way and 
been undermined by fox earths. On the steepest and 
highest oS/these banks, in a very dry unsheltered situa- 
tion, the lily of the valky gnmrs so profusely, that the 
plants almost cover the ground with their beautiful 
^rbad leaves, lind the snowy white bells, which envelope 
the m6st delicate of odours. All around grow the fVagile 
wind-flowers, pink as weU as white ; the coral blossoms 
Df the whortle-benry ; the graceful wood-sprrel; the 
pendent drops of the stately Solomon's seal, which hang 
like waxen tassels under the full and regular leaved ; th^ 
bright wood-vetch; the unobtrusive woodroof, whose 
scent b like new hay, and which retains and communi- 
cates it when dried ; and, lastly, those strange freaks of 
nature the orchises, where the portrait of an insect is i$o 
quaintly depicted in a flower. The bee orchis abounds 
also in the Maple-Durham woods — those woods where 
13 
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Whilome flourished the two stately but unlovely flowert 
Martha and Teresa Blount of Popish fame, and which 
are still in the possession of their family. But, although 
it is found at Maple-Durham as well as in theses copses 
of North-Hampshire, yet, in the little slip of Berks 
Ivhich divides Hants from Oxfordshire, I have never been 
able to discover it. The locality of flowers is a curious 
puzzle. The field tulip, for instance, through whose 
Superb pendent blossoms checquered with puce and lilac 
the sun shines as gloriously as through stained glass, 
and which, blended with a still more elegant white variety, 
covers whole acres of the Kennet meadows, can by no 
process be coaxed into another habitation, however ap- 
parently similar in situation and soil. Treat them as you 
may, they pine and die and disappear. The duke of Marl- 
borough only succeeded in naturalizing them at White- 
Knights by the magnificent operation of transplanting 
half an acre of meadow, grass and earth and all, to the 
depth of two feet ! and even there they seem dwindling. 
The wood-sorrel, which I was ambitious of fixing in the 
shrubberies of our old place, served me the provoking 
trick of living a year or two, and bearing leaves, but 
never flowers ; and that far rarer but less beautiful plant, 
the field-star of Bethlehem, — ^a sort of large hyacinth of 
the hue of the misletoe, which, in its pale and shadowy 
stalk and blossom, has something to me awful, unearthly, 
ghastly, mystical^ dmidical, — used me still worse, not 
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only refusing to grow in a corner of our orchard where I 
planted it, but vanishing from the spot where I procured 
the roots, although I left at least twenty times as many 
as I took. 

Nothing is so diflScult to tame as a wild flower; and 
wisely so, for they generally lose much of their charac* 
teristic beauty by any change of soil or situation. That 
very wood-sorrel now, which I coveted so much, I saw 
the other day. in a green-house ! By what chance my 
fellow amateur persuaded that swamp-loving, cold-brav- 
ing, shade-seeking plant to blossom in the very region of 
light, and heat, and dryness, I cannot imagine; but 
there it was in full bloom, as ugly a little abortion as 
ever showed its poor face, smaller far than in its native 
woods, the flowers -unveined and colourless, and bolt 
upright, the leaves full spread and dtifF,-^no umbrel^ 
fold ! no pendent grace ! no changing hue ! none but 
a lover's eye would have recognised the poor beauty of 
the woods in the faded prisoner of the green-house. Nq 
baged bird ever underwent such a change. I will never 
try to domesticate that pretty blossom again— content 
to visit it in its own lovely haunts, the bed of moss or 
the beech-root sofa. 

The lily of the valley we may perhaps try to trans-? 
plant. The garden is its proper home ; it seems thrown 
here by accident ; we cannot help thinking it an abase-* 
ment, a condescension. The lily must be transportable* 
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For the present, however, we were content to carry away 
a basket of blossoms, reserving till the autumn our de<- 
sign of peopling a shady border in our own small terri- 
tories, the identical border where in summer our gera- 
niums flourish, with that simplest and sweetest of 
flowers. 

We then trudged back to Lucy's to tea, talking by 

the way of old stories, old neighbours, and old friends-^ 

mixed on her part with a few notices of her new ac-» 

quaintance, lively, shrewd, and good-humoured asr usual. 

She is indeed a most agreeable and delightful person ; 

I think the lately developed quality at which I hinted 

in my opening remarks, the slight tinge of Jenny* 

Dennison-ism, only renders her conversation mora 

piquant and individualised, and throws her merits into 

sharper relief. 'We talked ^of old stories and n^ew, and 

toon found she had lost none of her good gift in gos- 

sipry ; of her thousand and one lovers, about whom, 

although she has quite left off coquetry, she inquired 

with a kindly interest; of our domestic afiairs, and 

above all of her own. She has no children — a ciicumT 

stance which I sometimes think she regrets ; I do not 

know why, except that my dear mother having given 

her on her marriage, amongst a variety of parting gifts, 

a considerable quantity of baby things, she probably 

thinks it a pity that they should not be used. And yet 

&e expensiveness of chUdreu might console her on th^ 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



-A VISIT TO LUCY. 17$ 

one handy and the superabundance of tHem with which 
she is blest in school-time on the other. Indeed she 
has now the care of a charity Sunday-school, in addition 
to her work-day labours — a circumstance which has by 
no means altered her opinion of the inefficacy and in* 
expediency of general education, 

I suspect that the irregularity of payment is one 
cause of her dislike to the business ; and yet she is do 
ingenious a contriver in the matter of extracting mo* 
ney's worth from those who have no money, that we 
can hardly think her unreasonable in requiring the Aen- 
tailor to cover buttons out of nothing. Where she 
can get no cash, she takes the debt in kind ; and, as 
most of her employers are in that predicament, she lives 
in this respect like! the Loochooatns, who never heard of 
a currency. She accommodates herself to this state of 
things with admirable facility. She has sold her cow^ 
because she found she could be served with milk and 
butter by the wife of a small farmer whQ has four chil*- 
dren at her school; and has parted with her poultry 
and pigs, and left off making bread, because the people 
of both shops are customers to her husband in his capa- 
city of shoemaker, aAd she gets l»read, and eggs, and 
bacon for nothing. On the same principle $he has 
commenced brewing, because the maltster's son and 
daughter attend het seminary, and she procured three 
«ew barrels, coolers, tubs, &c. from a cooper who w^s 
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in debt to her husband for shoes. " Shoes," or " chil* 
dren/' is indeed the constant answer to the civil notice 
xvhich one is accustomed to take of any novelty in the 
house* *' Shoes*' produced the commodious dressing- 
table and washing-stand, coloured like rose-wood, which 
adorn her bed-chamber ; " children" were the source of 
the good-as-new roller and wheelbarrow which stand in 
the court; and to "shoes and children" united are 
they indebted for the excellent double hedge-row of 
grubbed wood which she took me to see in returning 
from the copse—" a brand (as she observed) snatched 
out of the fire ; for the poor man who owed them the 
money must break, and had nothing useful to give them, 
except this wood, which was useless to him, as he had 
not money to get it grubbed up. — If he holds on till the 
autumn," continued Lucy, " we shall have a good crop 
of potatoes from the hedge-row. We have planted 
them on the chance." The ornamental part of her 
territory comes from the same fertile source. Even the 
thrift which adorns the garden (fit emblem of its mis- 
tress !) was a present from the drunken gardener of a 
gentleman in the neighbourhood, " He does not pay 
his little girl's schooling very regularly," quoth she! 
** but then he is so civil, poor man ! any thing in the 
garden is at our service," 

" Shoes and children" are the burden of the song. 
The united professions re-act on each other" in a re*- 
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markable manner;— shoes bring scholars, and scholars 
consume shoes. The very charity school before men- 
tioned, a profitable concern, of which the payment de- 
pends on rich people and not on poor, springs indirectly 
from a certain pair of purple kid boots, a capital fit (I 
must do our friend, the pedagc^e, the justice to say 
that he understands the use of his awl, no man better !) 
which so pleased the vicar's lady, who is remarkable for 
a neat ankle, that she not only gave a magnificent 
order for herself, and caused him to measure her chil- 
dren, but actually prevailed on her husband to ^ye the 
appointment of Sunday school-master to this matchless 
cordwainer. I should not wonder if, through her power- 
ful patronage, he should one day rise to be parish- 
clerk. 

Well, the tea and the bread and butter were dis- 
cussed with the appetite produced by a two hours' ride 
and a three hours' walk — ^to say nothing of the relish 
communicated to her viands by the hearty hospitality of 
our hostess, who " gaily pressed and smiled." And 
then the present, our ostensible errand, a patch-work 
quilt, long the object of Lucy's admiration, was given 
with due courtesy, and received with abundance of 
pleased and blushing thanks. 

At last the evening began to draw in, her husband 
who had been absent returned, and we were compelled 

N 
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to set out homewards, and rode back with our basket of 
lilies through a beautiful twilight world, inhaling the 
fragrance of the blossomed furze, listening to the night^ 
ingales, and talking of Lucy*s good management. 
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Evehy country village has its doctor. I allude to that 
particular department of the medical world, which ift 
neither physician, nor surgeon, nor apothecary, although 
it unites the offices of all three ; which is sometimes an 
old man, and sometimes an old woman, but generally 
an oracle, and always (with reverence be it spoken) a 
quack. Our village, which is remarkably rich in func- 
tionaries adorned with the true official qualities, could 
hardly be without so essential a personage. Accordingly 
we have a quack of the highest and most extended repu* 
tation in the p^son of Doctor Tubb, inventor and com- 
pounder of medicines, bleeder, shaver, and physicker of 
man and beast. 

How this accomplished barber-surgeon came by his 
fame I do not very well know ; his skill he inherited (as 
I have been told) in the female line, from his great- 
aunt Bridget, who was herself the first practitioner of 
the day, the wise woman of the village, and bequeathed 
N 2 
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to this favourite nephew her blessing, Culpepper'* 
Herbal, a famous salve for cuts and chilblains^ and a 
still. This legacy decided his fate. A man who pos- 
sessed a herbal and could read it without much spelling, 
who had a still and could use it, had already the great 
requisites for his calling. He was also blest with a 
natural endowment, which I take to be at least equally 
essential to the success of quackery of any sort, espe- 
cially of medical quackery ; namely, a prodigious stock 
of impudence. Moliere's hero, — who, having had the 
ill-luck to place the heart on the wrong side (I mean 
the right), and bemg reminded of his mistake, says 
cooly, " nous avons change taut cela** — ^is modesty it- • 
self compared with the brazen front of Doctor Tubb. 
And it tells accordingly. Patients come to him from 
far and near ; he is the celebrated person (Thomme 
marquant) of the place. I myself have heard of him 
all my life as a distinguished character, although our 
personal acquaintance is of a comparatively recent date, 
and began in a manner sufficiently singular and charac- 
teristic. 

On taking possession of our present abode, about four 
years ago, we found our garden, and all the gardens of 
the straggling village-street in which it is situated, filled, 
peopled, infested by a beautiful flower, which grew in 
such profusion and was so diflficult to keep under, that 
(poor pretty thing !) instead of being admired and che- 
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mhed and watered and supported, as it well deserves to 
be, and would be if it were rare, it is disregarded, affront- 
ed, maltreated, cut down, pulled up, hoed out, like a 
weed. I do not know the name of this elegant pleuit, 
nor have I met with any one who does ; we call it the 
Spicer, after an old naval officer who once inhabited the 
white house just above, and, according to tradition, firfet 
brought the seed from foreign parts. It is a sort of large 
veronica, with a profusion of white gauzy flowers streaked 
with red, like the apple blossom. Strangers admire it 
prodigiously ; and so do I — every where but in my own 
garden. 

I never saw any thing prettier than a whole bed of 
these spicers, which had clothed the top of a large heap 
of earth belonging to our little mason by the road-side. 
Whether the wind had carried the light seed from his 
garden, or it had been thrown out in the mould, none 
could tell ; but there grew the plants as thick and clos6 
as grass in a meadow, and covered with delicate red and 
white blosscHns like a fairy Orchard. I never passed 
without stopping to look at them ; and, however accus- 
tomed to the woik of extirpation in my own territories, 
I was one day half-shocked to see a man, his pockets 
stuffed with the plants, two huge bundles under each 
arm, and still tugging away root and branch. " Poor 
pretty flower,'* thought I, ** not even suffered to enjoy 
the waste by the road-side ! chased from the very com- 
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men of nature, where the thistle and the nettle may 
spread and flourish ! Poor despised flower I" This de- 
vastation did not, however, as I soon found, proceed from 
disrespect; the spicer-gatherer being engaged in sniffing 
with visible satisfaction to the leaves and stalks of the 
plant, which (although the blossom is wholly scentless) 
emit when bruised a very unpleasant odour. ** It has a 
fine venomous smell/' quoth he in soliloquy, '^ and will 
certainly when stilled be good for something or other." 
This was my first sight of Doctor Tubb. 

We have frequently met since, and are now well ac- 
quainted, although the worthy experimentalist considers 
me as a rival practitioner, an interloper, and hates me 
accordingly. He has very little cause. My quackery — 
for I plead guiUy to a little of that aptness to offer coun- 
sel in very plain and common cases, which those who 
live much among poor people, ajid feel an unaffected in- 
lerest in their health and comfort, can hardly help— my 
quackery, being mostly of the cautious, preventive, safe- 
side, common-eense order, stands no chance against the 
boldness and decision of his all-promising ignorance* 
He says. Do ! I say. Do not ! He deals in stimuli, I 
in sedatives ; I give medicine, he gives cordial waters. 
Alack ! alack ! when could a dose of rhubarb, even al- 
though reinforced by a dole of good broth, compete with 
a draught of pepperminti a licensed dram ? No ! no I 
Doctor Tubb has no cause to fear my practice. 
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The only patient I ever won from the worthy empiric 
was his own wife, who had languished under his pres- 
criptions for three mortal years, and at last stole down 
in the dusk of the evening, to hold a private consultation 
with me. I was not very willing to invade the doctor's 
territories in my own person, and really feared to under- 
take a case which had proved so obstinate ; I therefore 
offered her a ticket for the B. dispensary, an excellent 
charity, which has rescued many a victim from the 
clutches of our herbalist. But she said that her husband 
would never forgive such an affront to his skill, he having 
an especial aversion to the dispensary and its excellent 
medical staff, whom he was wont to call '' book-doc- 
tors ;" so that wise measure was perforce abandoned. 
My next suggestion was more to her taste ; I counselled 
her '^ to throw physic to the dogs ;" she did so, and by 
the end of the week she was another woman. I never 
saw such a cure. Her husband never made such a one 
in all the course of his practice. By the simple expe- 
dient of throwing away his decoctions, she is become as 
strong and hearty as I am. N. B. For fear of miscon- 
struction, it is proper to add, that I do not in the least 
accuse or suspect the worthy doctor of wishing to get 
rid of his wife — God forbid ! He is a tolerable husband, 
as times go, and performs no murders but in the way of 
his profession : indeed I think he is glad that his wife 
should be well again ; yet he cannot quite forgive the 

13 
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cause of the cure, and continues boldly to assert in all 
companies, that it was a newly-discovered fomentation 
of yarbs, applied to her by himself about a month be- 
fore, which produced this surprising recovery;, and I 
really believe that he thinks so ; one secret of the impli- 
cit confidence which he inspires, is that triumphant re- 
liance on his own infallibility with which he is possessed 
—the secret perhaps of all creators of enthusiasm, from 
Mahomet and Cromwell to the 

** Prevailing poet, whose undoubting imnd 
Believ'd the magic wonders that he sang," 

As if to make some amends to this prescriber-general 
for the patient of whom I had deprived him, I was once 
induced to seek his senices medically, or rather surgi- 
cally, for one of my own family, — for no less a person 
than May, poor pretty May ! One November evening, 
her master being on a coursing visit in Oxfordshire, and. 
May having been left behind as too much fatigued with 
a recent hard day's work to^ stand a long dirty journey, 
(note that a greyhound, besides being exceedingly sus- 
ceptible of bad weather and watery ways, is a worse 
traveller than any other dog that breathes ; a miserable 
little pug, or a lady's lap-dog, would, in a progress of 
fifty miles, tire down the slayer of hares and outrunner 
of race-horses), — May being, as I said, left behind 
slightly indisposed, the boy who has the care of her, no 
less a person than the runaway Henry, came suddenly 
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into the parlour to tell me that she was dying. Now 
May is not only my pet but the pet of the whole house, 
so that the news spread universal consternation ; there 
was a sudden rush of the female world to the stable, and 
a general feeling that Henry was right, when poor May 
was discovered stretched at full length in a stall, with no 
other sign of life than a tremendous and visible pulsation 
of the arteries about her chest^-you might almost hear 
the poor heart beat, so violent was the action. — " Bleed- 
ing !" << She must be bled !" burst simultaneously from 
two of our corps ; land immediately her body-servant the 
boy, who stood compromising his dignity by a very un- 
manly shower of tears, vanished, and re-appeared in a 
few seconds, drawing Doctor Tubb by the skirts, who, 
as it was Saturday night, was exercising his tonsorial 
functions in the tap-room of the Rose, where he is ac- 
customed to operate hebdomadally on half the beards 
of the parish. 

The doctor made his entry apparently with consider- 
able reluctance, enacting for the first and last time in 
his life the part of Le Medecin malgri luL He held 
his razor in one hand and a shaving-brush in the other, 
whilst a barber's apron was tied round the shabby, rusty, 
out-at-elbpw, second-hand, black coat, renewed once in 
three years, and the still shabbier black breeches, of 
which his costume usually consists. In spite of my 
seeming, as I really was, glad to see him, a compliment 
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which from me had at least the chann of novelty, — in 
spite of a very gracious reception, I never saw the man 
of medicine look more completely astray. He has a 
pale, meagre, cadaverous face at all times, and a long 
knk body that seems as if he fed upon his own physic 
(although it is well known that gin, sheer gin, of which 
he is by no means sparing, is the only distilled water that 
finds its way down his throat) : — but on this night, be* 
tween fright — for Henry had tak^a possession of him 
without even explaimng his errand, — ^and shame to be 
drawled into my presence whilst bearing the insignia of 
the least dignified of his professions, his very wig, the 
identical brown scratch which he wears by way of look-* 
ing professional, actually stood on end. He was fol-* 
lowed by a miscellaneous procession of assistants, very 
kind, very curious, and very troublesome, from that noisy 
neighbour of ours, the well-frequented Rose ipn. First 
marched mine host, red waistcoated and jolly as usual^ 
bearing a huge foaming pewter pot of double X, a sove- 
reign cure for all sublunary ills, and lighted by the limp- 
ing hostler, who tried in vain to keep pace with the swift 
strides of his master, and held at arm's length before 
him a sipoky horn lantern, which might well be called 
dark. Next tripped Miss Phoebe (this misadventure 
ha^^ened before the grand event of her marriage with 
the patten-maker), with a flaring candle in one hand 
and a glass of cherry-brandy, reserved by her mother 
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for grand occasions, in the other — autre remede! Then 
followed the motley crew of the tap-room, among whom 
figured my friend Joel, with a woman's apron tied round 
his neck, and his chin covered with lather, he having 
been the identical customer — the very shavee, whose 
beard happened to be under discussion when the unfor« 
tunate interruption occurred. 

After the bustle and alarm had in some measure sub^ 
sided, flie doctor marched up gravely to poOT May, who 
had taken no sort of notice of the uproar. 

" She must be bled !" quoth I. 

" She must be fomented and physicked !" quoth the 
doctor ; and he immediately produced from either 
pocket a huge bundle of dried herbs (perhaps the iden- 
tical venomous-smelling sptcer), which be gave to Miss 
Phoebe to make into a decoction secu^ridUm artem^ and a 
huge horse-ball, which he proceeded to divide into 
boluses ;— think of giving a horse-ball to my May I» 

" She must be bled immediately !*' said I. 

" She must not !" replied the doctor. 

" You shall bleed her !" cried Henry. 

" I won't !" rejoined the doctor. " She shall be fo"— 
merited he would have added ; but her faithful attend- 
ant, thoroughly enraged, screamed out, ** She sha'n't !" 
and a regular scolding match ensued, during which both 
parties entirely lost sight of the poor patient, and mine 
host of the Rose had very nearly succeeded in adminis- 
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teringhis specific — the double X, which would doubdess 
have been as fatal as any prescription of licentiate or 
quack. The worthy landlord had actually forced open 
her jaws, and was about to pour in the liquor, when I 
luckily interposed in time to give the ale a more natural 
direction down his own throat, which was almost as well 
accustomed to such potations as that of Boniface. He 
was not at all ofiended at my rejection of his kindness, 
but drank to my health and May's recovery mUtx equal 
good- will. 

In the mean time the tumult was ended by my friend 
the cricketer, who, seeing the turn which things were 
taking, and quite regardless of his own plight, ran down 
the village to tlie lea, to fetch another friend of mine, an 
old gamekeeper, who set us all to rights in a moment, 
cleared the stable of the curious impertinents, flung the 
horse-ball on the dung-hill, and the decoction into the 
pond, bled poor May, and turned out the doctor ; after 
which, it is almost needless to say that the patient re* 
covered. 
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THE BLACK VELVET BAG. 



Have any of my readers ever found great convenience 
in the loss, the real loss, of actual tangible property, and 
been exceedingly provoked and annoyed when such pro- 
perty was restored to them ? If so, they can sympathize 
with a late unfortunate recovery, which has brought me 
to great shame and disgrace. There is no way of ex- 
plaining my calamity but by telling the whole story. 

Last Friday fortnight was one of those anomalies in 
weather with which we English people are visited for 
our sins ; a day of intolerable wind, and insupportable 
dust ; an equinoctial gale out of season ; a piece of 
March unnaturally foisted into the very heart of May ; 
just as, in the almost parallel mis-arrangement of the 
English counties, one sees (perhaps out of compliment 
to this peculiarity of climate, to keep the weather in 
countenance as it were) a bit of Wiltshire plumped down 
in the very middle of Berkshire, whilst a great island of 
the county palatine of Durham figures in the centre of 
canny Northumberland. Be this as it may, on that re- 
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markably windy day did I set forth to the good town of 
B., on the feminine errand called' shopping. Every 
lady who lives far in the country, and seldom visits great 
towns, will understand the full force of that comprehen* 
sive word ; and I had not been shopping for a long time : 
I had a dread of the operation, arising from a conscious- 
ness of weakness. I am a true daughter of Eve, a dear 
lover of bargains and bright colours; and, knowing this, 
have generally been wise enough to keep, as much as I 
can, out of the way of temptation. At last a sort of 
necessity arose for some slight purchases, in the shape 
of two new gowns from London, which cried aloud for 
making. Trimmings, ribands, sewing-silk, and linings 
all were called for. The shopping was inevitable, and I 
undertook the whole concern at once, most heroically 
resolving to spend just so much, and no inore ; and half 
comforting myself that I had a full morning's work of 
indispensable business, and should have no time for ex- 
traneous extravagance. 

There was, to be sure, a prodigious accumulation of 
errands and wants. The evenmg before, they had been 
set down in great form, on a slip of paper, headed thus — 
" things wanted." — To how many and various catalogues 
that title would apply, from the red bench of the peer, 
to the oaken settle of the cottager — from him who wants 
a blue riband, to him who wants bread and cheese ! My 
list was astounding. It was written in double columas. 
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in an invisible hand ; the long intractable words were 
brought into the ranks by the Proeustes mode — abbrevi- 
ation ; and, as we approached the bottom, two or three 
were crammed into one lot, clumped^ as the bean-setters 
say, and designated by a sort of short-hand, a hierogly- 
phic of my own invention. In good open printing, my 
list would have cut a respectable figure as a catalogue, 
and filled a decent number of pages — a priced catalogue 
too ; for, as I had a given sum to carry to market, I 
amused myself with calculating the proper and probable 
cost of every article ; in which process I most egregi- 
ously cheated the shopkeeper and myself, by copyings 
with the creduUty of hope, from the pufFs in newspapers, 
and expecting to buy fine solid wearable goods at adver- 
tising prices. In this way I stretched my money a 
great deal farther than it would go, and swelled my c^* 
talogue ; so that, at last, in spite of compression and 
short-hand, I had no room for another word, and was 
ol^ged to crowd several small but important articles^ 
such as cotton, laces, pins, needles, shoe-strings, &c* 
into that very irregular and disorderly storehouse — that 
place where most things deposited are lost — my me- 
mory, by courtesy so called. 

The written list was safely consigned, with a well- 
filled purse, to my usual repository, a black velvet bag; 
and, the next morning, I and my bag, with its nicely 
balanced contents of wants and money, were safely con« 
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veyedy in a little open carriage, to the good town of B. 
There I dismounted, and began to bargain most vigor- "^ 
ously, visiting the cheapest shops, cheapening the cheap- 
est articles, yet wisely buying the strongest and the 
best ; a Httle astonished, at first, to find every thing so - 
much dearer than I had set it down, yet soon reconciled 
to this misfortune by the magical influence which shop- 
ping possesses over a woman's fancy — all the sooner re- 
conciled, as the monitory list lay unlooked at, and un- 
thought of, in its grave receptacle, the black velvet bag. 
On I went, with an air of cheerful business, of happy 
importance, till, my money began to wax small. Certain 
small aberrations had occurred, too, in my oeconomy. 
One article that had happened, by rare accident, to be 
below my calculation, and, indeed, below any calcula- 
tion, calico at ninepence, fine, thick, strong, wide ca- 
lico, at ninepence, (did ever man hear of any thing so 
cheap?) absolutely enchanted me, and I took the whole 
piece : then, after buying for M. a gown, according to 
order, I saw one that I liked better, and bought that too. 
Then I fell in love, was actually captivated by a sky- 
blue sash and handkerchief,-:-not the poor, thin, greeny 
colour which usually passes under that dishonoured name, 
but the rich, full tint of the noon-day sky ; and a cap- 
riband, really pink, that might have vied with the inside 
leaves of a moss-rose. Then, in hunting after cheap- 
ness, I got into obscure shops, where, not finding what I 
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asked for, I was fain to take something that they had, 
purely to make a proper compensation for the trouble of 
lugging out drawers, and answering questions. — Lastly, 
I was fairly coaxed into some articles by the irresistibi- 
lity of the sellers,— by the demure and truth-tellmg look 
.of a pretty quaker, who could almost have persuaded 
the head off one*s shoulders, and who did persuade me 
that ell-wide muslin would go as far as yard and a half; 
and by the fluent impudence of a lying shopman, who, 
under cover of a well-darkened window, affirmed, on 
his honour, that his brown satin was a perfect match to 
my green pattern, and ibrced the said satin down my 
throat accordingly. With these helps, my money melted 
all too fast : at half past five my purse was entirely 
empty ; and, as shopping with an empty purse has by 
no means the relish and savour of shopping with a full 
. one, I was quite willing and ready to go home to din- 
ner, pleased as a child with my purchases, and wholly 
.unsuspecting the sins of omission, the errands unper- 
formed, which were the natural result of my unconsulted 
memoranda and my treacherous memory. 

Home I returned, a happy and proud woman, wise in 
. my own conceit, a thrifty fashion-monger, laden, like a 
pedlar, with huge packages in stout brown-hoUand, tied 
up with whipcord, and genteel little parcels, papered 
and packthreaded in shopmanlike style. — At last we 
were safely stowed in the pony-chaise, which had much 
o 
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ado to hold us, my little black bag lying, as usual, in my 
lap ; when, as we ascended the steep hill out of B. a 
sudden puff of wind took at once my cottage-bonnet and 
my large cloak, blew the bonnet off my head, so that it 
hung behind me, suspended by the riband, and fairly 
snapped the string of the cloak, which flew away, much 
in the style of John Gilpin's, renowned in story. My 
companion, [Mtying my plight, exerted himself manfully 
to regain the fly-away garments, shoved the head into 
the bonnet, or the bonnet over the head (I do not know 
which phrase best describes the manoeuvre), with one 
hand, and recovered the refractory cloak \nth the other. 
This last exploit was certainly the most difficult. It is 
wonderful what a tug he was forced to givie, before that 
obstinate cloak could be brought round : it was swelled 
with the wind like a bladder, animated, so to say, like a 
living thing, and threatened to cairy pony and chaise, 
and riders, and packages, backward down the hiQ, as if 
it had been a sail, and we a ship; At last the contuma- 
cious garment was mastered. We righted ; and, by 
dint of sitting sideways, and turning my back on riy 
kind comrade, I got home without any ferther damage 
than the loss of my bag, which, though not missed be- 
fore the chaise had been unlaxien, had undoubtedly gone 
by the board in the gale ; and I lamented my old ipad 
teusty companion, without in the least foreseeing the use 
it would probably be of tp my reputation. 
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, Immediately after dinner (for in all cases^ even when 
one has bargains to show, dinner must be discussed) I 
produced my purchases. They w^e much admired t 
and the qusoitity, when spread out in our little rdorn^. 
being altc^ther dazzling, and the quality sfttisfacU>ry» 
the cheapness was never doubted. Every body thought 
the bai^ins were exactly such as I meant to get — ^foc 
nobody calculated ; and the bills being really lost in the 
lost bag, and the particular prices just as much lost ia 
my memory (the ninepenny calico was the only turticle 
whose cost occurred to me\ I passed^ without telling 
any thing like a fib^ merely by a discreet silence, for the 
best and thriftiest bargainer that ever went shopping* 
After some time, spent very pleasantly, in admiration on 
one side, and display on the other, we were interrupted 
by a demand for some of the Uttle articles which I had 
forgotten. ** The sewing-silk, please ma'am, for my 
mistiess's gown." " Sewing-silk ! I don't know — look 
about.*' Ah, she might look long enough ! no sewing- 
silk was there.— "Very strange!"-— Presently came other 
inquiries—" Where's the tape, Mary ?"— " The tape 1"— 
" Yes, my dear; and the needles, pins, cotton, stay- 
laces^ boot-laces ;" — ^' the bobbin, the ferret, shirt-but- 
toBs, shoe-strings?" — quoth she of the sewing-silki tak- 
ing up the cry ; and forthwith began a search as bust- 
ling, as active, and as vain, as that of our old spanid. 
Brush, after a hare that has stolen away from her form. 
o2 
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At last she suddenly desisted from her rummage — 
" Without doubt, ma'am, they are in the reticule, and 
all lost," said she, in a very pathetic tone. " Really," 
cried I, a little conscience-striken, ** I don't recollect; 
perhaps I might forget." " Depend on it, my love, that 
Harriet's right,^* interrupted one, whose interruptions are 
always kind ; *' those are just the little articles that peo- 
ple put in reticules, and you never could forget so many 
things ; besides, you wrote them down." " I ^on't know 
— i am not sure" — But I was not listened to ; Harriet's 
conjecture had been metamorphosed into a certainty; 
all my sins of omission were stowed in the reticule; 
and, before bed-time, the little black bag held forgotten 
things enough to fill a sack. 

Never was reticule so lamented by all but its owner ; 
a boy was immediately dispatched to look for it, and, on 
liis returning empty-handed, there was even a talk of 
having it cried. My care, on the other hand, was all 
directed to prevent its being found. 1 had had the good 
luck to loose it in a suburb of B. renowned for filching, 
and I remembered that the street was, at that moment, 
full of people : the bag did actually contain more than 
enough to tetnpt those who were naturally disposed to 
steal for stealing's sake ; so I went to bed in the com- 
fortable assurance that it was gone for ever. But there 
is nothmg certain in this world — ^not even a thief s dis- 
honesty. Two old women, who had pounced at once 
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on my vsduaUe property, quarreled about the plunder, 
and one of them, in a fit of resentment at being cheated 
in her share, went to the mayor of B. and informed 
s^nst her companion. The mayor, an intelligent and 
active magistrate, immediately took the disputed bag, 
and all its contents, into his own possession ; and, as he 
is also a man of great politeness, he restored it as soon 
as possible to the right owner. The very first thing 
that sauted my eyes, when I awoke in the morning, 
was a note from Mr. Mayor, with a sealed packet. 
The fatal truth was visible ; I had recovered my reticule, 
and lost my reputation. — There it lay, that identical 
black bag, with its name-tickets, its cambric hand- 
kerchief, its empty purse, its unconsulted list, its thir- 
teen bills, and its two letters ; one from a good sort of 
lady-farmer, inquiring the character of a cook, with 
half a sonnet written on the Idank pages ; the other 
from a literary friend, containing a critique on the plot 
of a play, advising me not to kill the king too soon, with 
other good counsel^ such as might, if our mayor had not 
been a man of sagacity, have sent a poor authoress, in 
a Mademoiselle-Scuderi-mistake, to the Tower. That 
catastrophe would hardly have been worse than the real 
one. All my omissions have been fouhd out. My priced 
list has been compared with the bills. I have forfeited 
my credit for bargaining. 1 am become a bye- word for 
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forgetting. Nobody trusts me to purchase a pap^ oC 
|Hns, or to remember the cost of a penny riband. I am 
a lost woman. My bag is come back, but my fame is 
gone. 
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WALKS IN THE COUNTRY. 



THE DKtL. 

Mat 2iid.---'A defictous evening ;-^lMright sunskine; 
light summer air ; a sky almost cloudless ; and a fresb 
yet delrcajte verdure oq the hedges and in the fields :-— 
an eTening that aecns made for a visit to my newly* 
discovered haunt, the mossy deU, one of the most 
beautiful spots m the netghbooshood^ which after passing 
times out of numbei the field which it terminates, we 
found out about two months ago from the accident of 
May's kiUing a rabbit there. May baa had a fancy for 
the place ever since ; and so have I. 

Thither accordingly we bead our way ; — ^through the 
viUage ; — up the hill ; — along the common ; — past the 
avenue ; — across the bridge ; and by the mill. How 
deaarted the toad is to-naghtl We have ao( seen a 
single acquaintance^ except poor blmd Robert hdea 
with hia sack of grass pkcked fonn the hedges, and the 
little boy that kada him. Asinguhurdivisioaof kboar! 
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Little Jem guides Robert to the spots where the long 
grass grows, and tells him where it is most plentiful ; 
^^ then the old man cuts it close to the roots, and 
between them they fill the sack and sell the contents in 
the village. Half the cows in the street — ^£6r our baker,, 
our wheelwright, and our shoemaker has each his 
Aldemey — owe the best part of their maintenance ta 
blind Robert's industry. 

Here we are at the entrance of ^the corn-field which 
leads to the dell, and which commands so fine a view of 
the Loddon, the mill, die great farm, with its prc- 
luresque outbuildings, and the range of woody hilb 
beyond. It is impossible not to pause a moment at 
that gate, the landscape,, always beautiful, is so suited 
to the season and the hour, — so bright, and gay, and 
spring-like. But May, who has the chance of another 
rabbit in her pretty head, has galloped forward to the 
dingle, and poor May^ who follows me so faithfully in 
all my wanderings^ has a right to a little indulgence in 
hers. So to the dingle we go. 

At the end of the field, which when seen from the 
road seems terminated by a thick dark coppice, we 
e(»ne suddenly to the edge of a ravine, on one side 
fringed with a low growth of alder, birch, and willow, 
•n the other mossy, turfy, and bare, or only broken by 
bright tufts of blossomed broom. One or two old 
pollards almost conceal the winding road that leads 
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down the descent, by the side of which a spring as 
bright as crystal runs gui^ling along. The dell itself is 
mk irregular piece of broken ground, in some parts very 
deep, intersected by two or three high banks of equal 
irregularity, now abrupt and bare and rocklike, now 
crowned with tufts of the feathery wiUow or magnificent 
old thorns. Every where the earth is covered by short 
fine turf, mixed with mosses, soft, beautiful, and vari« 
ous, and embossed with the speckled leaves and lilac 
flowers of the arum, the paler blossoms of the common 
orchis, the enamelled blue of the wild hyacinth, so 
splendid in this evening light, and large tufts of oxslips 
and cowslips rising like nosegays, from the shc»rt turf. 

The giound on the other side of the dell is much 
lower than the field through which we came, so that it 
is mainly to the labyrinthine intricacy of these high 
banks that it owes its singular character of wildness and 
variety. Now we seem hemmed in by those green 
cliffs, shut out from all the world, with nothing visible 
but those verdant mounds and the deep blue sky ; now 
by some sudden turn we get a peep at an adjoining 
meadow where the 8heep» are lying,. dap{^g its sloping 
surface like the small clouds on the summer heaven. 
Poor harmless quiet creatures, how still they are ! Some 
socially lying side by side ; some grouped in threes and 
fours ; some quite apart. Ah ! there are lambs amongst 
tliem --pretty, pretty lambs I — nestled in by their mcv* 
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theis* ^ott, qxnet, deepy things! Not all so quiet 
thoi^ ! There is a party of these young lambs as 
wideawake as heart can desire; half a dozen of theu 
playing together, firiskin^, dancing, leaping, batting, 
and crying in the yoong Voice^ which is so poretfy a 
diminotiye of the foil-grown bleat« How beantifol they 
are with their innocent spotted faces, their mottled feet, 
their long early tails, and their light flexible forms, 
^frolicking like so many kittens, but with a gentleness, 
an assurance of sweetness and innocence which no 
kitten, nothing that ever is to be a cat, can have. How 
complete and perfect is their enjoy^ient of exstence. 
Ah I little rogues I your play has been too noisy ; yon 
ha?e awakened your mamas ; and two or three of the 
old ewes are getting up ; and one of them marching 
grayely to the troop of lambs has selected her own, gwen 
ber a gentle butt, and trotted off ; the poor rebidced lamb 
Avowing meekly, but evcbry now and then stopping and 
casting a loiiging look at its playmates; who, after a mo* 
ment's awed pause, had resinned their gambols; whalst 
the statdy dam e?ery now and then looked back ia her 
turn, to see that her little one was following. At last 
she lay down and the lamb by her side. Ineiwrsawso 
pretty a pastoral scene m my life*. 

* I have since seen one wliich affected me much more. Walking 
in the Church-lane with one of the young ladies of the vicarage, we 
met a large flock of sheep witii the usual xetiaue o£ shepherds and 
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Another tnmixig of the dell gives a ^isqae of the 
daik cofifice hf which it is baciked, and from which we 
are separated by some marshy, rushy ground, where 
the springs have fcMined into a pool, and where the 
moor*heB loves to build her nest. Aye, there is one 
scudding away now; — ^I can hear her plash into the 
water, and the rustling of her wings amongst the rushes. 
This is the deepest part of the wild dingle. How un- 

dogs. Lingering 8lt«r them fmd almost out of «ight we encountered, 
a straggling ewe» now trotting along, now walking, and everj now 
and then stopping to look hack and hleating. A little behind her 
came a lame lamb, hleating occasionally as if in answer to its dam,, 
and domg its very best to keep up with her. It was a lameness of 
both the fore feet ; the knees were bent, and it seemed to walk on 
ibe very edge of the hoof— on tip-toe if I may venture snch m ex- 
pressitw. My young fnend tibonght that the lameness proceeded 
from original malformation, I am rather of (pinion that it was acci- 
dental, and that the poor creature was wretchedly foot-sore. How- 
ever that might be, the pain and difficulty with which it took every 
step were not to be mistaken; and the distress and fondness of the 
mother, her perplexity as the flock passed graduaBy out of sight, 
the effort with which ^ poor hunb contrived to keep up a sort of 
tMt, and their mutual calls and lamentations were really so aflbctmg 
that £Uen and I,, although not at aU lannoyante sort of people, had 
muck ado not to cry* We could not find a boy to carry the Iamb, 
which was too big for us to manage;— *but I was. quite, sure that the 
ewe would not desert it, and as the dark was coming on we both 
trusted that the shepherds on folding their flock would miss them 
and return for them ;— 4ind so I am happy to say it proved. 
13 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



204 WALKS IN THE COUNTRY. 

even the ground is! Surely these excavations, now so 
thoroughly clothed with vegetation, must onginally- 
have been huge gravel pits ; there isno other way of 
accounting for the labyrinth, for they do dig gravel in 
such cafNricious meanders ; but the quantity seems in- 
credible. Well! there is no end of guessing! We 
are getting amongst the springs, and must turn back. 
Round this comer where on ledges like fairy terraces 
the orchises and arums grow, and we emerge suddenly 
on a new side of the dell, just fronting the small home- 
stead of our good neighbour Farmer Allen. 

This rustic dwelling belongs to what used to be called 
in this port of the country " a little bargain :" thirty 
or forty acres, perhaps^ of arable land, which the owner 
and his sons cultivated themselves, whilst the wife and 
daughters assisted in the husbandry and eked out the 
slender earnings by the pix)duce of the dairy, the 
poultry yard, and the orchard ; — an order of cultivators 
now passing rapidly away, but in which much of the 
best part of the English character,, its industry,, its fru- 
gality^ its sound sense, and its kindness m^ht be found. 
Farmer Allen himself is an excellent specimen, the 
cheerful, venerable old man with his lon^ white hair, 
and his bright gray eye, and his wife is a still finer. 
They have had a hard struggle to win through the 
world and keep their little property undivided; but 
good management and good principles and the assist- 
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ance afforded them by an admirable son, who left our 
village a poor 'prentice boy, and is now a partner in a 
great house in London, have enabled them to overcome 
all the difficulties of these trying times, and they are now 
enjoying the peaceful evening of a well-spent life as free 
from care and anxiety as their best friends could desire. 

Ah ! there is Mrs. Allen in the orchard, the beautiful 
orchard, with its glorioiiis garlands of pink and white, its 
pearly pear-blossoms and coral apple-buds. What a 
flush of bloom it is i How brightly delicate it app^OB, 
thrown into strong relief by the dark house and the 
weather-stained barn, in this soft evening light. The 
very grass is strewed with the snowy petals of the pear 
and the cherry. And there sits Mrs. Allen, feeding her 
poultry, with her three little grand-daughters from Lon* 
4on, pretty fairies from three years old to five (only two 
and twenty months elapsed between the birth of the 
eldest and the youngest) playmg round her feet. 

Mrs. Allen, my dear Mrs. Allen, has been that rare 
thing a beauty, and although she be now an old woman 
I had almost said that she is so still. Why should I not 
say so ? Nobleness of feature and sweetness of expres- 
sion are surely as delightful in age as in yoiith. Her 
face and figure are much like those which are stamped 
indelibly on the memory of every one who ever saw that 
grand specimen of woman MrSi Siddons. The outline of 
Mrs. Allen's face is exactly the same ; but there is more 
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softness, more gentleness, a more femmine composure in 
the eye and in the smile. Mrs. Allen never played Lady 
Macbeth. Her hair, almost as Uack as at twenty, is 
parted on her large fair forehead and combed under her 
exquisitely neat and snowy cap, a muslin neck-kerchief, a 
gray stuff gown, and a white apron complete die picture*. 
There she sits under an old elder tree which flings its 
branches over her like a canopy, whilst the setting sun 
illumines her venerable figure and touches the leaves 
with an emerald light ; there she sits placid and smilingi 
with her spectacles in her hand and a measure of barley 
(m her lap, into which the little girls are dipping their 
chubby hands and scattering the com amongst the dudes 
and chickens with unspeakable glee. But those ingrates 
the poultry don't seem so pleased and thankful as they 
ought to be ; they mistrust their young feeders. All 
domestic animals dislike children, partly from an in* 
stinctive fear of their tricks and their thoughtlessnessi 
partly, I suspect, from jealousy. Jealousy seems a 
strange tragic passion to attribute to the inmates of the 
basse cour, — ^but only look at that strutting fellow of a 
bantam cock (evident^ a favourite) who sidles up to 
his old mistress with an air half affronted and half tea* 
der, turning so scornfully from the barley*c<xms whkk 
Annie b flinging towards him, and say if he be not as 
jealous as Othello? Nothings can pacify him but Mrs. 
Allen's notice and a dole from her hand. See she is 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



THE DELL. SOT 

calling to him and feeding him, and now how he swells 
out his feathers, and flutters his wings, and erects his 
gloesy neck, and struts and crows and pecks, proudest 
and happiest of bantams, the pet and glory of the poultry 
yard 1 

In the meantime my own pet May, who has all thb 
while been peeping into every hole, and penetrating 
ev^ nook and winding of the dell, in hopes to find 
another rabbit, has vstumed to my side and is sliding her 
snake^Uke head into my band, at onoe to invite the 
caress which she likes so well, and to intimate with all 
due respect that it is time to go home. The setting sun 
gives the same warning; and in a moment we are 
through the dell, the field and the gate, past the &am 
and the miU, and hanging over the bridge that crosses 
the Loddon river. 

What a sunset ! how golden ! how beautiful ! The 
sun just disappearing, and the narrow liny clouds which 
a few minutes ago lay like soft vapoury streaks along 
the horizon lighted up with a golden splendour that the 
eye can scarcely endure, and those still softer clouds 
which floated above them wreathing and curling into a 
thousand fantastic forms as thin and changeful as sum- 
mer smoke, now defined and deepened into grandeur 
and edged with ineffable, insufferable light ! .Another 
minute and the brilliant orb totally disappears, and the 
sky above g^ws every moment more varied and more 
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beautiful as the dazzling golden lines are mixed with 
glowing red and gorgeous purple, dappled with small 
dark specks and mingled with such a blue as the tgg of 
the hedge-sparrow. To look up at that glorious sky, 
and then to see that magnificent picture reflected in the 
clear and lovely Loddon water is a pleasure never to be 
"described and never forgotten. My heart swells and 
my eyes fiU as I write of it, and think of the immeasur- 
able majesty of nature, and the unspeakable goodness 
of God who has spread an enjoyment so pure, so peace- 
ful, and so intense before the meanest and the lowliest 
pf His creatures. 
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FRENCH EMIGRANTS. 

During the time that I spent at school, I was in the 
habit of passing the interval, from Saturday afternoon 
to Monday morning, at the house of a female relative 
who resided in London. This lady had married a 
French emigrant of high family, who, being a man of 
sense and ability, applied himself with diligence to mer- 
cantile pursuits, dropped his title, anglicised his name 
and habits, and, by dint of his own talents and his wife's 
fortune, soon became a. thriving man on 'Change. I 
believe he would have been very sorry to exchange his 
new station for his old, his credit at Lloyd's for his mar- 
quisate, his house in Brunswick-square for his Norman 
chateau, or his little wife for any thing. He was be- 
come at all points an Englishman, ate roast-beef and 
plum-pudding with a truly national relish, drank Port 
wine and porter, spoke our language almost like a native. 
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read Pope, talked of Shakspeare, and pretended to read 
Milton. Could complaisance go farther ? 

He did not, however, in his love for his adopted 
country, forget that in which he was bom : still less did 
he neglect the friends and countrymen who, less-fortu- 
nate than himself, languished in London and the su- 
burbs in a miserable and apparently hopeless poverty. 
Nothing could exceed the kindness and politeness, with 
which all whom he had ever known, and many who 
were now first introduced to him, were received by him- 
self and his good little wife at their hospitable table, 
flcidom a day ftoased ^without one or SBOte guests drop* 
-ping in, «uffe of tke most ooidial wefeome ; but Satur- 
day wts the regular Frenck day ; on that day there wa& 
^ways BL petit sauper for Mr. S/s especial oolarie ; and 
in theenresiag tbe conversalioB, nwsic, games., manners, 
and cookery, weoe studiously and decidedly Fsencb. 
Trictcae supesseded chess or backgMBunoa, Tcversi took 
thepiace ctf n^kist, Goetiy of Mozart, Racine .of Shaks- 
peare ; oandettes and saiads, Champagne moussu, and 
eau sucn^^ excluded saaidwiches, oysters, and porter. 

At these suppers their little school-girl visitor of 
coarse assisted, tlumgh at first rather in tbe Fxench than 
the English sense of the word. I was peseot indeed, 
iHit had as littkle to do as possilile either with speaking 
or eatiiig. To talk Freskch and to discuss French dishes 
(two evils which I constantly daissed together) seemed 
II 
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to me an actual insult on that glorioms jnece of British 
freedom, a half-holiday, — a positive attack on the li- 
berty of the subject. Accordij^gly, as far as a constant 
repetition of blushing noes (not nons) inwardly angry and 
<»utwardly ^y, could proclaim my displeasure, I did not 
fail. Luckily* the sentiment was entirely unsuspected 
by ev^ one but my good cousin, a person of admirable 
sense, who, by dint of practising the let-alone system 
(the best system of all when a prt^udice is to be ovef«- 
<:ome), aided by a little innocent artifice on her part, 
and something of latent curiosity, abetted by tibe keea- 
ness of a girlish appetite, on mine, succeeded in passing 
off a slice of a superb tSte du sangUer for a new sort of 
Oxford brawsi ; and then, as in the matter of Jsieads and 
suppers ce nest que le premier pas ^i co&te, left it to my 
own senses to discover the jssxe&U of briodie and mar- 
r^gles and eau de groseille. In Jess than iJbree months 
I became an efficient coiHtuixier of good things, left off 
my noes and my sulkiness, and said ^< oui, monsieui*,^ 
and, ** merci, madame,'* as ofteai as a little girl of twelve 
years old ought to say any thing. 

I confess, however, that it took morie time to recon- 
cile me to the party round the table, than to the viands 
with which it was covered. Jn truth they formed a 
motley groupe, reminding me now of a masquerade and 
then of a puppet-show; and, although I had been 
brought up in habits of proper respect for rsu^k a«d 9^ 
p 2 
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and poverty, yet there were contrasts and combinations 
about these coteries too ludicrous not to strike irresis- 
tibly the fancy of an acute observing girl, whose percep- 
tion of the ridiculous was rendered keener by an invin- 
cible shyness which confined the enjoyment entirely to 
her own breast. The etiquette, the rouge, the coquetry, 
the self-importance of those poor draggle-tailed duch- 
esses and countesses ; the buttoned-up crosses, the bows 
and ^rugs of their out-at-elbow dukes and counts ; 
their mutual flatteries, their oourt jealousies and court ha> 
-treds, buttoned up like the crosses, but like them peeping 
out from the breast, the total obKvion which pervaded the 
whole party of poor England and all its concerns, the 
manner in which they formed a little os^tion in the midst 
of London, and the comfortable vanity which thought 
-and called that little circle of emigrants the great na- 
tion ; all this, together with the astounding rapidity and 
clatter of tongues, the vehemence of gesticulation, and 
the general sharp and withered look of so many foreign 
faces, working in every variety of strong expression, 
formed a picture so new and amusing, that I may be 
pardoned if I did not at first fully appreciate the good- 
humoured resignation, the cheerful philosophy, which 
bore all that they had lost so well, and found so much 
comfort in the little that remained ; the happy art of 
making the best of things, which rendered even their 
harmless personal vanity, their pride in a lost station. 
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and their love of a country which they might never see 
again, pleasant and respectable. 

At first I only looked on them in the groupe ; but I 
soon learned to individualize the more constant visitors^ 
those who had been ten years before accustomed to 
spend their evenings- in the superb hotel of the duchesse 
d* ***, glittering with gilding and lined with mirrors, and 
whose gayest and most splendid meetings were now 
held in the plain undecorated drawing-room of a sub- 
stantial merchant in Brunswick-square. I shall attempt 
to sketch a few of them as they then appeared to me, 
beginning, as etiquette demands, with the duchess. 

She was. a tall meagre woman, of a certain age (that 
is to say, on the wrong side of sixty), with the peculi- 
arly bad unsteady walk, something between a trip and a 
totter, that Frenchwomen of rank used to acquire from 
their high heels and the habit of never using their feet. 
Her face bore the remains of beauty, and would still 
have been handsome,, had not the thin cheeks and holr 
low eyes,, and the pale trembling lips^. been contrasted 
almost to ghastliness by a quantity of glaring rouge^ 
and very white teeth, constantly displayed by a smile 
originally perhaps artificial, but which long, habit had 
rendered natural. Her dress was always simple in its 
materials, and delicately clean. She meant the fashion 
to be English, I believe, — at least she used often to say 
" me voila. mise a TAngloise ;" but, as neither herself. 
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nor her tslthMfemtM de chambf^, c6uld or would con- 
descend to seek for patterns from les grosses bourgeoises 
de ce Londres /d bos, they unconsciously relapsed into 
tiie old French shapes ; atud ntadame la duchesse, in her 
hideous shrouding cap, with frills Hke flounces, and her 
loBg^waisted pigeon-breei^ed goim^ might really have 
served for a model of the fashion of Paris at the epoch 
of the emigration. Notwithstanding these take-offs, our 
good duchess had still the air of a lady of rank and a 
gentlewoman, — a French gentlewoman ; for there waa 
too much coquetry and affectation^ too pervading a con- 
sciousness, for English gentility. Her manner was very 
pleasant and affable towards her usual associates, and 
with strangers condescending, protecting, gracious; 
making remarks and asking questions without waiting 
for answers, in the manner usual with crowned heads. 
She had contracted this habit from having at one time 
t)f her life enjoyed great influence at court, — an influence 
which, with her other advantages of rank and fortune, 
had been used so kindly as to retain friends and secure 
gratitude even in the heat of the Revolution. — Most am- 
ply did she repay this gratitude* It was beautiful to 
hear the ardent thankfulness with which she would re- 
late the story of her escape, and the instances of good- 
ness and devotion which met her at every step. She 
accounted herself the most fortunate of women, for 
having, in company with a faithfol femme de chambref 
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at last contrived to leaidi England with jewels eiougb 
concealed about their persons to purchase an annuity 
sufficient to secure them a snug apartment np two pair 
of stairs in a retired street, and to keep them in soups 
and salad, with rouge and snuff into the faaigain. No 
small part of her good fortune was the vicinity of her 
old friend the marquis L., u little thin wtthered old man 
with a prodigioiis mobility of shoulders and features^ a 
face puckered with wrinkles, and a prodigious Tolubiiity 
of tongue. This gentleman had been madame's devoted 
beau for the, last fcnrty years ;«>^I speak it in all honour, 
for, beautiful as she had been, the breath of scandal 
never glanced on the fair fame of the duchess. They 
could not exist without an interchange of looks and 8en«% 
timents, a mutual intelligence, a gentle gallantry on the 
one side, and a languishing listening on the other, which, 
long habit had rendered as necessary to both as their 
snuff**box or their coffee. It really was a peculiar stroke 
of good fortune, that, after a separation of eight mwths^ 
each fearing that the other had fallen by the guiUotine» 
caused them to take lodgings in adjoining streets in the 
same parish. 

The next person m importance to the duchess was 
madame de V., sister to the marquis. Perhaps (though 
she had never filled a tabouret at Versailles*), she was, 
in the existing state of things, rather the greater lady of 

* A privilege annexed to the rank of duchess ; that of being seated 
ill tlie royal presence. 
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the two. Her husband, who had acted in a diplomats 
capacity in the stormy days preceding the Revolution^ 
still maintained his station at the exiled court, and was 
at the moment of which I write employed on a secret 
embassy to an unnamed potentate ; some thought one 
empecor or king,, some another, some guessed the pope, 
and some the grand seignor ;. for, in the dearth of Bour- 
bon news, this mysterious mission excked a liyely and 
animated curiosity amongst these sprightly people. It 
was a pretty puzzle for them, a conundrum to their taste » 
Madame kept the secret well, — if she knew it. I rather 
suspect she did not; she talked so very much that it 
eevtiainly would have escaped her. In person she was 
quite a contrast to the duchess ; short, very crooked, 
with the sharp odd-looking face and keen eye that so 
often accompany deformity. She added to these good 
gifts a prodigious quantity of rouge and finery, mingling 
ribands, feathers, and beads of all the colours of the 
rainbow, with as little scruple as a belle of the South 
Seas wbuld discover in the choice of her decorations. 
She was on excellent terms with all who knew her, unless 
perhaps there might be a little jealousy of station between 
her and the duchess, who had no great affection for one 
who seemed likely to " push her from her stool." She 
was also on the best possible terms with herself, in spite 
of the looking-glass, whose testimony, indeed, was so 
positively contradicted by certain couplets and acrostics 
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addressed to hen by M. le comte de C.» and the chevalier 
des I., the poets of the party, that to believe one uncivil 
dumb thing a^nst two witnesses of such undoubted 
honour, would have been a breach of politeness of which 
madame was incapable. Notwithstanding this piece of 
womanly blindness, she was an excellent person, a good 
sister,, good mother, and good wife» . 

Of the comte de C», I shall say nothing, except that 
he was a poet, and the most remarkable individual of the 
party, being more like a personification of a German 
play than a living man of flesh and blood. His contra- 
dictions and oddities quite posed me at the ripe age of 
twelve; but the gentleman was a poet, and that, as 
poor madame used to say, accounts for every thing. 

His wife was just such a person as Rubens has often 
painted, tall, large, and finely coraplexioned. She would 
have been very handsome but for one terrible drawback ; 
— she squinted ; not much, not glaringly ; it was a very 
little squint, the least in the world, but a squint it cer- 
tainly was, quite enough to diminish the lustre of her 
beauty. Even when from the position of her face we 
happened not to see i|, the consciousness that there it 
was broke the charm. I cannot abide these '^ cross- 
eyes," as the country people call them ; though I have 
heard of ladies who, from the spirit of partizanship, ad- 
mired those of Mr. Wilkes. The French gentlemen 
did not seem to participate in my antipathy ; for the 
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counters wad regarded as the beauty of the party. 
Agreeable she certainly was, lively, witty, abounding in 
re{>artee and innocent misehief, {laying off a variety of 
amusing follies herself, and bearing with great philoso* 
phy the eccentricities of her husband. She had also an 
agreeable little dog called Amour; a pug, the smallest 
and ugliest of the species, who regularly after supper 
used to jump out of a muff, where he had lain perdu all 
the evening, and make the round of tbe.mpper-table, 
begging cake and biscuits. He and I had established a 
greatfriendship ; he regularly, after levying his contri- 
butions all round, came to me fen: a game at play, and 
sometimes carried his partiality so far, as on heanng my 
voice to pop his poor little black nose out of his hiding- 
place before the appointed time. It required several 
repetitions of i^i done from his mistress to drive him back 
behind the scenes till she gave him his cue* 

No uncommon object of her wit was the mania of a 
smug and smooth-faced little abb6, the politician par 
eminence, where all were politicians, just as madame de 
V. was the talker amongst a tribe of talkers. M. TAbb^ 
must have been an exceeding bore to our English minis- 
ters, whom by his own showing he pestered weekly with 
laboured memorials, — plans for a rising in La Vendee, 
schemes for an invasion, proposals to destroy the French 
fleet, offers to take Antwerp, and plots for carrying off 
Buonaparte from the opera-house, and lodging him in 
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the Tower of London. This last was his favourite pro- 
ject; and well it might be, for a'bolder idea never en- 
tered the mind of man. Imagine the abduction of the 
emperor, in the midst of his court and guards and his 
good city of Paris ! Fancy him carried off by the un- 
assisted prowess and dexterity of M. TAbbe, and de- 
posited in the Tower, like a piece of old armour, or a 
lion newly caught, whilst all France was staring and run- 
ning about in search of her ruler, like the Harlowe family 
after the enlhfemenfot Miss Clarissa ! What a master- 
stroke would this have been ! Ministers, as he used to 
complain, refused to avail themselves of this brilliant 
idea, thereby prolonging the war and incurring a need- 
less waste of lives and treasure^ Indeed any little mis- 
fortune that belel our government, the sinking of an 
East-Indiaman^ the failure of an expedition, or the loss 
of a motion, was commonly ascribed by him to the ne^ 
gleet of his advice ; whilst, on the other hand, any 
eminent success in the cabinet, the parliament, or the 
field, was pretty sure to be traced up by him to some one 
of*his .numerous suggestions. Of the victory at Trafal- 
gar, for instance, we English people have generally attri- 
buted the merit to the great commander who fell in the 
fight ; but (I do not exactly remember on what score> 
he claimed full half of the honour ; and doubtless he 
ascribes the campaigns in Spain, the frost in Russia, the 
burning of Moscow, the capture of Paris, the cA>wnin^ 
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victory at Waterloo, and the restoration and establish^ 
ment of the Bourbons*, in a great measure, if not wholly, 
to the effect of his counsels. I would lay a wager that 
he is at this moment wasting reams of paper in memo- 
rialising the French government on this subject, as well 
as- favouring them with hints on any other that falls in 
his way. In the matter of advice and projects^ his 
liberality is unbounded. He alone, of aU the Bruns* 
wick- square coterie, condescended to bestow the slightest 
. attention on English affairs, and had the goodness to 
apply himself with unfeigned earnestness to the improve- 
ment of our condition. Thus, whilst one pocket was 
filled with proposal* to cut off the French army, and 
schemes to blow up the. Tuilleries, (for though one of 
the most benevolent and mild-tempered men on earth, 
he was a perfect Guy Vaux on paper), the other was 
crammed with plans to pay off the national debt, thoughts 
on the commutation of tithes, and hints for a general 
enclosure bill. He had usually some little private pro- 
jects too, and many an unwary fellow-speculator hath 
rued his patents for making coals better than those of 
Newcastle out of dirt and ashes, his improved Argand 
lamps, and self-working fishing-nets. In short,, he was 
a thorough projector, one that " never was, but always 
to be," rich ; quick, imaginative, plausible, eloquent, 
and the more dangerous because he was thoroughly 
honest,, and had himself an entire faith in one schemis^ 
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till it was chased away by another, — ^a bubble like the 
rest ! 
Then came the chevalier des T. — 



-" By my life, 



That Davies hath a nughty pretty wife !" 

The chevalier was a handsome man himself, tall, dark- 
visaged and whiskered, with a look rather of the new 
than of the old French school, fierce and soldierly ; he 
was accomplished, too, in his way, played the flute, and 
wrote songs and enigmas ; but his wife was undoubtedly 
the most remarkable thing belonging to him ; not that 
she was a beauty either ; I should rather call her the 
prettiest of pretty women; she was short, well-made 
with fine black eyes, long glossy black hair, a clear 
brown complexion, a cocked-up nose, red lips,, white 
teeth, and a most bewitching dimple. There was a 
tasteful smartness in her dress, which with a gentiUesse 
in her air, and a piquancy of expression, at once told 
her country, and gave a promise of intelligence and 
feeling. No one could look at her without being per- 
suaded that she was equally sensible and lively ; but no 
one could listen to her without discovering the mistake. 
She was the silliest Frenchwoman I ever encountered, — 
I have met with some as stupid among my own country- 
woinen; Heaven forbid that we should in any thing 
yield the palm to our neighbours ! She never opened 
her lips without utterring some Mtise. Her poor hus- 
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bandy himself not the wisest of men, quite dreaded her 
speaking ; for, besides that he was really fond of her, 
he knew that the high-bora circle of which she formed 
a part, would be particulaorly on the watch for her mis- 
takes, as she was roturiire, the daughter of a farmer- 
general who had fallen a sacrifice to the inhuman 
tyranny of Robespierre, leaving her no dower but her 
beauty. She was a most innocent and kind-hearted 
person, and devotedly attached to her husband; and 
yet his bitterest enemy could hardly have contrived to 
say more provoking things to and of him than she did 
in her fondness. I will gjive oae instance; I might 
give fifty. 

L'Abb6 de Lille, the celebrated French poet, apd M* 
de Calonne, the no less noted ex-minister, had pro* 
mised one Saturday to join the party in Brunswick- 
aquare. They came; and our chevalier, who had a 
tolerable opinion of his own powers as a verse-maker, 
could not miss so fair an opportunity of display. Ac- 
cordmgly, about half an hour before supper, he put on 
a look of distraction, strode hastily two or three tunes 
up and down the room, slapped his forehead, and 
muttered a line or two to himself; then calling hasUly 
for pen and paper, began writing with the illegible 
rapidity of one who fears to lose a happy thought, a 
life-and-death kind of speed ; then stopped a moment, 
as pausing for a word, then went on again fast, Cast; then 
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read the lines, or seemed to read ; tJien loade a sligiit 
aHentian ; — in short, be acted incomparably the whole 
agoany &f compositkni, and finally irith becoming d^- 
dence pres»:ited the impromptu to om- worthy host, who 
immediately imparted it to the company^ It was heard 
with the lively approbation with which veacses of compli- 
ment, re»d aloud in preseaoe of the author and of the 
parties complisaanted, axe jsuxe to be received; and 
really, ais far as I rememlber, the lines were very neatly 
tuiiked. At last the commerce of flattery ceased* 
Bows, speeches, blushes, and apdogies, were over ; the 
author's excuses, the ex-^minister's and dae great poet's 
thanks, and the applause oi the audience, died away; 
all that could be said abou^ the impromptu was ex« 
hausted, the topic was fairly worn out, and a pause 
ensued, which was broken l^ ntadcHue des^I. who had 
witnessed the whole scene with intense piLeasure, and 
BOW exclaimed, with tears stsmding in her beautiM 
eyes, " How glad I am they like the imparomptu ! My 
poor dear chevalier ! No tongue can tell what pains it 
has cost him! There he was all yesterday evening, 
writing, writing, — all the night long — never went to 
bed,— *aU to-day — only finished just before we came, — 
My poor d^ur cheva^r ! I should have been so sorry, 
.if. they had not liked his impromptu ! Now he'll be 
satisfied." Be it reconded to the honour of French 
politeness, that, findmg it impossible to stop or to out- 
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talk her (both which experiments were tried), the whole 
party pretended not to hear, and never once alhided to 
this impromptu /ai^ d loisir, till the discomfited chevaHer 
sneaked off with his pretty simpleton, smiling and lovely 
as ever, and wholly unconscious of offence. Then, to 
be sure, they did laugh. 

I have committed a great breach of etiquette in men- 
tioning the chevalier and his lady before the Baron de 
G. and his daughter Angelique. I question if the 
baron would forgive me ; for he was of Alsace, and, 
though he called himself French, had German blood and 
qiiarterings, and pride enough for a prince of the em- 
pire. He was a fine-looking man of fifty, tall, upright, 
and active, and still giving tokens of having been in his 
youth one of the handsomest figures and best dancers at 
Versailles. He was the least gay of the party, perhaps 
tlie least happy ; for his pride kept him in a state of 
prickly defiance against all mankind. He had the 
miserable jealousy of poverty, of one " fallen from his 
high estate," suspected insults where they were never 
dreamed of, and sifted civility, to see whether an affront, 
a lurking snake, might be concealed beneath the roses. 
The smallest and most authorised present, even fruit 
and game, were peremptorily rejected ; and, if he ac- 
cepted the Saturday-evening's invitation, it was evi- 
dently because he could not find in his heart to refuse a 
pleasure to his daughter. Angelique was, indeed, a 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



FRENCH EMIGRANTS. 225 

charming creature, fair> bloomings modest and gentle, 
fer more English than French in person^ manner^ and 
dress, doting on her father, soothing his little infirmities 
of temper, and .ministering in every way to his comfort 
and happiness. Never did a father and a daughter 
love each oilier better ; and that is saying muchi He 
repaid her care and afif^tion with the most unbounded 
fondness, and a liberality that had no Hmit but his 
power. Mademoiselle de G^ was the best-drest, best- 
lodged, and best-attended of any lady of the circle. 
The only wonder was how th« baron could afford it* 
Every one else had some visible resource^ of which they 
were so little ashamed, that it was as freely communi-^ 
cated as any news of the day. We all knew that the 
ambassadress and her brother the marquis lived together 
on a small pension allotted to tiie lady by a foreign 
courts in reward of certain imputed services rendered to 
the Bourbons by her husband ; that the count taught 
French, Latin, and Italian ; that the abbe contrived in 
some way or othet to make his projects ke^p him ; and 
that the pretty wife of the chevalier^ more learned in 
lx)nnets than in impromptus, kept a very tasty and 
well-accustomed milliner's shop somewhere in the region 
of Granboumc-alley : but the baron's means of support 
oontinufed as much a puzzle as the ambassador's desti- 
nation. At last chance let me mto the secret. • Our 
Epglish danteing-master waxed old and rich, and re- 
Q 
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tired from the professioii; «Bd our irortfay govcmeM 
vaunted loudly of the French genlkmaa vhom she hid 
cDfiT^kg^ ^ ^ suocefBor^ and of the vefocm that would 
he wark^ed in the heads and heeb of her pupils, gfowa 
heary uid hunpish under the late iostructar. The 
new master arriyed; and, whilst a hoy idio aixom* 
pa&ied him was tuning his luty and he himsetf paying 
his respects to the goreoMSSi i had no difiiculty in die* 
covering, und«r a common Fiench name, my acquaiat* 
aiice the baion. The recc^nition was mutvaL I shafli 
never forget the start he gave ^when, in the middle of 
the first cotSten, he ei^ied dte little ^1 niiom he had 
been used to see at ike corner of the supper-table m 
BnuMwiek^iiquaie, every Saturday evenmg. He co* 
loured with shame and anger, his hand tnmfaied, and 
bis voice faltered; but as he would not know me, I had 
the disevetiim not to appear to know him, and said 
nothing of the affair till I i^ain Tiated my kind cousin* 
I never saw any one mare affected than dae was on 
hearing my story. That this cold, pvoud, haughty 
maai, to whom any thing that savoied of humSialion 
seemed terrible, slmdd so fiir abase his nobihty lor 
Angeli^ae and independence, was wondofoli Bhe 
could not refirain fnm telUng her hnidaaid, but the 
secret ww carsfuUy guaided fiom eviary one fassUes; 
and, except that tftey showed hka an invoiuntuy in^ 
crease of lespect, and that I could not help drawing 
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m^lf up and aitting radier more upright tlnik ordinary 
when be happened to loofk at me, nothmg iadieated any 
snifMcion of the circunistance. 

In the mean time the fair Angelique, who was tieated 
with the customary dbregaid diown to unmarried bean* 
ttefl by her couMrymen, (whose devottv the old dueheasi 
th« eA)dked ambaMadress, and the equinting eottttteie, 
entirely migroesed,) waa gradnally making an EngliA 
conquest of no small importance. The eMett sdn of a 
rich merchant, who had been connected with our ho^ 
in several successful speculations, and was exceedingly 
intimate with the- family, begged to be admitted to the 
Saturday-evening coterie. His request was readily 
granted ; he came at first from curiosity, but that feel- 
ing was soon exchanged for a deeper and a more ten* 
der pasfiHon ; and at last he ventured to disclose his 
love, first to the lady of his heart, and then to their 
mutual friend. Neither frowned on the intelligence, 
although both apprehended some difficulties. How 
would the baron look on a man who could hardly trace 
his ancestors farther back than his grandfather? And 
how agfun would these rich citizens, equally proud in a 
different way, relish an alliance with a man who, how- 
ever highly descended, was neither more nor less than 
a dancing-master ? But pride melts before love, like 
frost in the sunshine. All parties were good and kind, 
all obstacles were overcome, and all faults forgotten* 
q2 . 
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The rich merchant forgare the haron*s poverty, and the 
baron (which was more difficult) foi^ve his wealth. 
The calling which had only been followed for Ange- 
liqne's sake, was for her sake abandoned ; the fond 
father consented to reside with her ; and, surrounded 
by her lovely fisunily, freed from poverty and its distress- 
ing consciousness, and from all the evils of false shame, 
he has long been one of the happiest, as he was always 
one of the best, of French emigrants. 
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One of the most remarkable instances that I know of 
that generally false theory '' the ruling passion/' is my 
worthy friend Samuel Lynx, Esq., of Lynx Hall in this 
county — commonly called the Inquisitive Gentleman, 
Never was cognomen better bestowed. Curiosity is, in-» 
deed, the master-principle of his mind, the life-blood of 
his existence, the main-spring of every movement, 

Mr. Lynx is an old bachelor of large fortune and an^ 
cient family ; — the Lynx's of Lynx Hall, have amused 
themselves with overlooking their neighbour's doings 
fbr many generations. He is tall, but loses something 
of his height by a constant habit of stooping ; he car- 
ries his head projecting before his body, — ^like one who 
has just proposed a question and is bending forward to 
receive an answer. A lady being asked, in his presence, 
what his features indicated, replied with equal truth and 
politeness — a most enquiring mind. The cock-up of 
the nose, which seems from the expansion and mov^-t 
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ment of the nostrils to be snuffing up intdligence, as a 
hound does the air of a dewy morning, when the scent 
lies well ; the draw-down of the half-open mouth gap- 
ing for news ; the erected chin ; the wrinkled forehead ; 
the little eager sparkling eye% half shut, yet full of cu- 
rious meanings ; the strong red-eye-brows, protruded 
like a cat's whiskers or a snail's horns, feelers^ which 
actually seem sentient ; every line and lineament of that 
remarkable physiognomy betrays a craving for informa- 
tion. He is exceedingly sluurt-sighted ; and that defect 
also, although, on the first blush of the business, it might 
seem a disadvantage, conduces materially to the great 
purpose of his existence — the knowledge of other peo« 
ple*s afiairs. Sheltered by that infirmity, our '^ curious 
impertinent" can ataire at things and persons through his 
glasses, in a manner which even he would hardly ven« 
ture with bare eyes. He can peep and pry and feel and 
handle with an effrontery, never eijualled by an unspec- 
tacled man. He can ask the name and parentage of 
every body in company, toss over ev^y book> examme 
every note and card, pull the flowers from the vases, 
take the pictures from the walls, the embroidery from 
your work-box, and the shawl off your back; and ail 
with the most provoking composure, and just as if be 
was doing the right thing. 

The propensity seems to have been bom with him. 
He pants after secrets, just as magpies thieve, and mon- 
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keys break china, by instinct. His nurse reports of htm 
that he came peeping into the worid; that his rery 
cries were intenogativey and his experiments in physics 
so many and so dangerous, that, before he was four 
years old, she was fain to tie his hands behind him, and 
to lock him into a dark closet to keep him out of harm's 
way, chiefly moved thereto by his ripping c^n his own 
bed, to see what it was made of, and throwing her best 
gown into the fire, to try if silk would bum. Then he 
was sent to school, vl preparatory school, and very soon 
sent home again for inc<NrrigiUe mischief. Hien a pri- 
vate tutor undertook to instruct him on the interrogative 
system, which, in his case was obliged to be reversed, 
he asking the questions, and his tutor delivering the res* 
ponses— a new cast of the didactic drama. Then he 
went to college ; then sallied forth to ask his way over 
Europe; then came back to fix on his paternal estate of 
Lynx Hall, where, excqpt occasional short absences, he 
hath sojourned ever since, signalizing himself at every 
stage oi existence, from diildhood to youth, from youth 
to manhood, from manhood to age, by the most lively 
and persevering curiosity, and by no other quality under 
heaven. 

If he hftd not been so entirely devoid of ambition, I 
think that he m^ht have attained to eminence in some 
smaller science, and have given and received a name 
from a new moss, or an undiscovered butterfly. His 
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keenness and sagacity would also have told well in a.n- 
tiquarian researches, particularly in any of- the standing 
riddles of history, the Gowrie conspiracy, for instance, or 
the guilt of queen Mary, respecting which men may en- 
quire and puzzle themselves from the first of January to 
the last of December without coming at all nearer tQ the 
solution. But he has no great pleasure in litejFature of 
any sort. Even the real parentage of the Waverly np-r 
vels, altho^gh nothing in the shape of a question CQmes 
amiss^ to him, did not interest him quite so much as 
might be expected ; perhaps because it was so generally 
interesting. He prefers the <* Byeways to the H^h- 
ways" of literature. The secrets of which every one talks, 
are hardly, in his mind, ^* Secrets worth knowing.*' . 

Besides, mere quiet guessing is not active enough for 
his stirring and searching faculty. He delights in the 
difficult, the inaccessible, the hidden, the obscure. A 
forbidden place is his paradise; a board announcing 
^^ steel' ti-aps and spring guns" will draw him over a wall 
twelve feet high ; he would undoubtedly have entered 
Blue-beard's closet, although certain to share the fate 
of his wives ; and has had serious thoughts of visiting 
Constantinople, just to indulge his taste by stealing a 
glimpse of the secluded beauties of the seraglio — an. ad- 
venture which would probably have had no very fortu? 
nate termination. Indeed our modern peeping Tom 
has encountered several mishaps at home in tiie course of 
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his long searcb after knowledge ; and has generally had 
the very great %gravatioi^ of being altogether unpitied. 
Once, as he was taking a morning ride, in trying to look 
over a wall a little higher than his head, he raised him- 
self in the saddle, and the sagacious <}uadrup^d, his gray 
poney^ an animal of a most accommodating and con- 
genial spirit, having been, for that day, discarded in 
favour of a younger, gayer, less inquisitive and less 
patient steed, the new beast sprang on and left him 
sprawling. Once when, in imite^tion of Ranger, h^had 
perched himself on tl^e topmost roiind of a {adder, which 
he found placed beneath a wii^dow in Upper Berkeley- 
street, he lost his balance, and was pitched suddenly in 
through the sash, to the unspealfable consternation of a 
house-maid, who was rubbing the panes within side. 
Once he was tpssed into an open carriage, full of ladies, 
^s he stood up to Ipok at them from the box of a stage- 
coach. And once he got a grievous knock from a 
chimney sweeper, as he poked his head into the chim- 
ney to watch his operations. He has been blown up by 
a rocket ; carried away in the strings of a bs^Uoon ; all 
but drowned in a diving-bell ; lost a finger in a mash- 
ing-mill; and broken a great toe by drawing a lead 
pincushion off a worl^ table. N. B. This last-mentioned 
exploit spoilt my worthy old friend. Miss Sewaway, a 
beautiful piece of fine netting, •* worth,** as she patheti- 
cally remarked, ** a thousand toes." 
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These are only a few of the bodily mrachiefs that hare 
' befallen poor Mr. Lynx. The mora! scrapes, into 
which his unlucky propensity has brought him, are past 
all count. In his youth, although so little amorous that, 
I have reason to think, the formidable interrogatory 
which is emphatically called " popping the question'* is 
actually the only question which he has never popped; 
— in his yguth, he was very nearly drawn into wedlock 
by the sedulous attention which he paid to a young 
lady, whom he suspected of carrying on a clandestine 
correspondence. The mother scolded ; the father 
stormed; the brother talked of satisfaction ; and poor 
Mr. Lynx, who is as pacific as a quaker, must certainly 
have been married, had not the fair nymph eloped to 
Gretna Green, the day before that appointed for the 
nuptials. So he got off for the fright. He hath under- 
gone at least twenty challenges for different sorts of 
impertinences; hath had his ears boxed and his nose 
pulled; hath been knocked dovm and horsewhipped; 
all which casualties he bears with an exemplary pa- 
tience. He hath been mistaken for a thief, a bailiff, 
and a spy, abroad and at home ; and once, on the Sus- 
sex coast, was so inquisitive respecting the moon, and 
the tide, and the free trade, that he was taken at one 
and the same time, by the different parties, for a smug- 
gler and a revenue officer, and narrowly escaped being 
shot in the one capacity, and hanged in the other. 
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The evils which he inflicts bear a tolerably fair pro- 
portion to those which he endures. He is simply the 
most disagreeable man that lives. There is a curious 
infelicity about him which carries him straight to the 
wrong point. If there be such a thing as a sore subject, 
he is sure to press on it, to question a parvenu on his 
pedigree, a condemned author on his tragedy, and an 
old maid on her age. Besides these iniquities, his want 
of sympathy is so open and undisguised, that the most 
loquacious egotist loses the pleasure of talking of him- 
self, in the evident absence of all feeling or interest on 
the part of the hearer. His conversation is always more 
like a judicial examination than any species of social in- 
tercourse, and often like the worst sort of examination — 
cross-questioning. He demands, like a secretary to the 
inquisition, and you answer (for you must answer) like 
a prisoner on the rack. Then the man is so mischiev- 
ous! He rattles old china, marches over flower-beds, 
and paws Irling's lace. The people at museums and 
exhibitions dread the sight of him. He cannot keep 
his hands from moths and humming-birds ; and once 
poked up a rattle-snake to discover whether the joints 
of the tail did actually produce the sound from which 
it derives its name ; by which attack that pugnacious 
reptile was excited to such wrath that two ladies fell 
into hysterics. He nearly demolished the Invisible Girl 
by too rough an enquiry into her existence, and got 
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turned out of the automaton chess-player's territones, 
m consequence of an assault which he committed on 
that ingenious piece of mechanism. To do Mr. Lynx 
justice, I must admit that he sometimes does a little 
good to all this harm. He has, by design or accideiit, 
in the ordinary exercise of his vocation, hindered two 
or three duels, prevented a good deal of poaching and 
pilfering, and even saved his own house, and the hpuses 
of his neighbours from divers burglaries; his vigi- 
lance being, at least, as useful, in that way, as a 
watchman or an alarm-bell. 

He makes but $mall use of his intelligence, however 
come by, which is perhaps occasioned by a distinctive 
difference of sex. A woman only half as curious would 
be prodigal of information — a spendthrift of news. Mr. 
Lynx hoaixls his, like a miser. Possession is his idol. 
If I knew any thing which I particularly wished the 
world not to know, I should certainly tell it to him at 
once. A secret, with him, is as safe as mon^y in the 
Bank ; the only peril lies in the ardour of his pursuit. 
One reason for his great discretion seems to me to be 
his total incapacity of speech — in any other than the 
interrogative mood. His very tone is set to that key, 
I doubt if he can drop his voice at the end of a sen- 
tence, or knows the meaning of a full stop. Who? 
What? When? Where? How? are his catchwords; 
and Eh ? his only interjection. Children and poor peo^ 
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ple^ and all awkward persons who like to be talked tOy 
and to talk again, — but do not very well understand 
how to set about it, delight in Mr. Lynx's notice. His 
catechetical mode of conversation enchants them, espe. 
cially as he is of a liberal turn, and has generally some 
loose silver in his pocket, to bestow on a good answerer^ 
To be sure the rapidity of his questions sometimes a 
little incommodes our country dames ; who when fairly 
set in to a narrative of grievances do not care to be in- 
terrupted^ but the honour of telling their histories and 
the histories of all their neighbours to a gentleman, 
makes ample amends for this little alloy. They are the 
only class who can endure his society, and he returns 
the compliment by shewing a very decided preference 
for theirs. The obscure has a remarkable charm for 
him. To enjoy it in perfection, he will often repair to 
some great manufacturing town where he is wholly un- 
known, and deposite himself in some suburban lodging 
in a newrbuilt row, with poplars before the door, when, 
inviting his landlady to make tea for him, he gains, by 
aid of that genial bevers^e, an insight into all the loves 
and hatreds, ** kitchen cabals and nursery mishaps," 
in a word all the scandal of the town. Then he is 
happy. 

Travelling is much to his taste ; as are also Stage 
Coaches, and Steam Packets, and Diligences, and ge- 
nerally all places where people meet and talk, especially 
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an Inn, which is ca{)ttal queidaauig gronnd, and safer 
than moat other. There is a licence, a iiberty, a fiee* 
dom in the very name, and besides people do not stay 
long enough to be affronted. He spends a good deal 
of his time in these pririleged abodes, and is well known 
as the Inquisitive Gentleman, on most of the great 
roads, although his seat of Lynx Hall is undoubedly his 
principal residence. It is most commodiously situated, 
on a fine eminence orer-looking three counties ; and he 
spends most of his time in a sort of observatory, which 
he has built on a rising gnmnd, at the edge of the paik, 
where he has mounted a telescope, by means of which 
he not only commands all the lanes and by-paths in the 
neighbonrhood, but is enabled to keep a good lock out, 
on the great nordiem road, two miles off, to oversee the 
stage coaches, and keep an eye on the miJ. The ma* 
nor Kes in two parishes— another stroke of good for* 
tanet — since the gossiping of bo& villages seems to be« 
long to him of terrrtorisd right. Vestries, work^iouses, 
schools, all are legithnate gvound of inqnoy. Besides 
his long and intimate acquaintance with the neighbour- 
hood is an inestimable advantage, to a man of his turn 
of mind, and supplies, by detail and fwnuteness, what 
might be wanting in variety and novelty. He knowi 
every man, woman and cli^, horse, cow, pig and dog, 
within half a doaen mifes, and has a royal &culty of not 
forgetting, so that be faa» always plenty of matter for 

IS 
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questions, and most of the people being his tenants, an- 
swers come quickly. He used — 

As I live, here he is ! just alighting from the gray 
poney, asking old Dame Wheeler, what makes her lame 
on one side, and little Jemmy White, why his jacket is 
ra^ed on the other — bawling to both — Dame Wheeler 
is deaf, and Jemmy stupid ; and she is answering at 
cross purposes, and he staring with his mouth open, and 
not answering at all, and Mr. Lynx is pouring question 
on question as fest as rain dvqps in a thunder-shower. — 
Well I must put away my desk, and my papers, espe* 
daily thiSf for I should not quUe like him to have t^e 
fmft benefit of the tine and failMul likeness, whidi I 
haye been idcetdhmg ;-*I must put it away ', foldii^ and 
Ailing inll hardly do, for diough I don't think<— >I can 
searcely imagine, that he would actually break open a 
sealed packet, — yet man is frail! I have a regard far 
myddfHend, and will not put him in the way of temp* 
tation. 
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• Tilt OLD HOtJi^B AT AfiERtEIOKi 

June 26thi — ^What a glowing, glorious day ! Summer 
in its richest prime, noon in its most sparkling bright- 
ness, little white clouds dappling the deep blue sky, and 
the sun, now partially veiled, and now bursting through 
them with an intensity of light ! It would not do to 
walk to-day, professedly to walk, — we should be frigh- 
tened at the very sound ; and yet it is probable that we 
maybe beguiled into a pretty long stroll before we return 
home. We are going to drive to the old house at 
Aberleigh, to spend the momitig under the shade of 
those balmy firs, and amongst those luxuriant rose trees^ 
and by the side of that brimming Loddon river* " Do 
not expect us before six o^clock/' said I, as I left the 
house ; " Six at soonest !" added my charming com- 
panion; and off we drove in our little pony chaise 
drawn by our old mare, and with the good humoured 
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urchin, Henry's successor, a sort of younger Scrub, who 
takes care of horse and chaise, and cow and garden, for 
our charioteer. 

My comrade in this homely equips^ was a young 
lady of high family and higher endowments, to whom 
the novelty of the thing, and her own naturalness of 
character and simplicity of taste gave an unspeakable 
enjoyment. She danced the little chaise up and down 
as she got into it, and laughed far very glee like a child. 
Lizzy herself oould not have been more delighted. 
She praised the horse and the driver, and the roads 
and the scenery, and gave herself fully up to the en- 
chantment of a rural excursion in the sweetest weather 
of this sweet seadon. I enjoyed all this too ; for the 
road was pleasant to every sense, winding through nar- 
row lanes, under high elms, and between hedges gar- 
landed with woodbine and rose trees, whilst the air was 
scented with the delicious fragrance of blossomed beans. 
I enjoyed it all, — ^but, I believe, my principal pleasure 
was derived from my companion herself. 

Emily I. is a person whom ii is a privilege to know. 
She is quite like a creation of the older poets, and 
m^ht pass for one of Shakspeare's or Fletcher's women 
stepped into life, just as tender, as playful, as gentle, 
and as kind. She is clever too, and has all the know* 
ledge and accomplishments that a carefuHy-conducted 
education, acting on a mind of singular clearness and 
a 
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ductility, matured and improyed by the very best com- 
pany, can bestow. But one never thinks of her ac- 
quirements. It is the charming artless character, the 
bewitching sweetness of manner, ihe real and universal 
sympathy, the quick taste and the ardent feeling, that 
one loves in Emily. She is Irish by birth, and has in 
perfection the mdting voice and soft caressing accent 
by which her fair countrywomen are distinguished. 
Moreover she is pretty — I think her beautiful, and so do 
all who have heard as well as seen her,-^but pretty, 
very pretty, all the world must ccmfess ; and perhaps 
that is a distinction more enviable, because less envied, 
than the '' palmy state" of beauty. Her prettiness is 
of the prettiest kind, — ^that of which the chief character 
is youthfulness. A short but pleasing figure, all grace 
and symmetry, a fair blooming fece, beaming with 
intelligence and good humour ; the prettiest little feet 
and the whitest hands in the world ; — such is Emily I. 

She resides with her maternal grandmother, a vene- 
rable old lady, slightly shaken with the palsy; and 
when together, (and they are so fondly attached to 
each other that they are seldom parted) it is one of the 
loveliest combinations of youth and age ever witnessed. 
There is no seeing them without feeling an increase of 
respect and affection for both grandmother smd grand- 
daughter — afways one of the tenderest and most beau- 
tiful of natural connexions — as Richardson knew when 
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he made such exquisite use of it in his matchless book* 
I &ocy that grandmama Shirley must have been just 
such another venerable lady as Mrs. S., and onr sweet 
Emiiy-^Oh, no ! Harriet Byron is not half good enough 
for her I There is nothing like her in the whole seven 
volumes. 

But here we are at the bridge ! Here we must ali^t f 
'' This' is the Loddon^ Emily. Is it not a beautiful 
river ? rising level with its banks, so clear and smooth 
and peaceful, giving back the verdant landscape and 
the bright blue sky, and bearing on its pellucid stream 
the smowy water-lily, the purest of flowers, which sits 
enthroned on its own cool leaves loc^dng chastity itself, 
like the lady in Comus^ That queenly flower becomes 
the water, and so do the stately swans who are sailing 
so ma^tically domi the stream, like those who 

** On St Mary's lake 
Float double, swan and shadow." 

We must dismount here, and leave Richard to take 
care of our equipage under the shade of these trees, 
whilst we walk up to the house : — See there it is ! We 
must cross this stile ; there is no other way now." 

And crossing the stile we were immediately in what 
had been a drive round a spacious park, and still re- 
tained something of the character, though the park 
itself had long been broken into arable fields,^— and in 
& 2 
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full view of the Great House^ a beautiful stracture of 
James the first's time, whose glassless windows and 
dilapidated doors, form a melancholy contrast with the 
strength aiid entireness of the rich and massive front. 

The story of that ruin — for such it is — is always to 
me sbgularly affecting : It is that of the decay of an 
ancient and distii^ished family gradually reduced 
from the h^hest wealth and station to actual poverty. 
The house and park and a small estate around it were 
entailed on a distant cousin, and could not be alienated ; 
and the late owner, the last of his name and lineage, 
after long struggling with debt and difficulty, farming 
his own lands, and clinging to his magnificent home 
with a love of place almost as tenacious as that of the 
younger Foscari, was at last forced to abandon it, 
retired to a paltry lodgii^ in a paltry town, and died 
there about twenty years ago, broken hearted. His 
successor, bound by no ties of association to the spot, 
and rightly juc^ng the residence to be much too large 
for the diminished estate, immediately sold the superb 
fixtures, and would have entirely taken down the house, 
if on making the attempt the masonry had not been 
found so solid that the materials were not worth the 
labour. A great part, however, of one side is laid open, 
and the splendid chambers with their carving and gild- 
ing, are exposed to the wind and rain — sad memorials 
i>f 7>ast grandeur! The grounds have been left in a 
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merciful neglect ; the park, indeed, is broken up, the 
lawn mown twice a year like a common hay-field, the 
grotto mouldering into ruin, and the fish-ponds choked 
with rushes and aquatic plants; but the shrubs and 
flowering trees are undestroyed, and have grown into a 
magnificence of size and wtldness of beauty, such .as we 
may imagine them to attain in their native forests. 
Nothing can exceed their luxuriance, especially in the 
spring when the lilac and laburnam and double cherry ' 
put forth their gorgeous blossoms. There is a sweet 
sadness in the sight of such floweriness amidst such 
desolation ; it seems the triumph of nature over the 
destructive power of man. The whole place, in that 
season more particularly, is full of a soft and soothing 
melancholy^reminding me, I scarcely know why, of some 
of the descriptions of natural scenery in the novels of 
Charlotte Smith, which I read when a girl, and which, 
perhaps, for that reason hang on my memory. 

But here we are, in the smooth grassy ride, on the 
top of a steep turfy slope descending to the river, 
crowned with enormous firs and limes of equal growth, 
looking across the winding waters into a sweet peace* 
ful landscape of quiet meadows, shut in by distant 
woods. What a fragrance is in the air ficom the balmy 
fir trees and the blossomed limes ! - What an intensity 
of odour ! And what a murmur of bees in the lime- 
trees ! What a coil those little winged people make 
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over our beids ! And what a pleasanl •oimd it U ! — 
tke pkaaantCBt of buay sounds, that which cwnes aaso- 
dated with all that is good and beautiful — industry and 
forecast, and sunshine and flowers. Suidy these lime- 
trees might store a huncbDed hives ; the very odour is of 
a honied richness^ cloying, satiating. 

Emily exclaimed in admiration as we stood underthe 
deep, stBong, leafy shadow, and still more whoi himey- 
suckles trailed their untiimmed profusion in' our path, 
and loaes, really trees, almost intercepted our passage. 

«« On Emily ! farther yet ! Force your way by that 
jessamine — ^it will yields I will take care of this stub- 
b<Nrn white rose bough/' — " Take care of yourself ! Pray 
take cane,'' said my fiiirest friend; '^ let me hdd back, 
the branches." — After we had won our way through the 
strait, at some expense c^ veib and flounces, she stopt to^ 
contemplate and admire the taU graceful slurub, whoso 
long thorny stems spreading in every direction had op- 
posed our progress, and now waved their delicate clus- 
ters over our heads. ** Did I ever think,'* exclaimed 
Ae^ ^ of standing under the shadow of a white rose 
tree! What an exquinte fragrance ! And what a bean-> 
tifnl flowor i so pale, and white, and tender, and the 
petals thin and smooth as silk! What rose is it?^— • 
** Don't you know? Did you never see it before ? It 
is rare now, I believe, and seems rarer than it is, because 
it only blossoms in very hot summers ; but this, Emily, 
13 
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is the musk rose, — ^that very musk rose of which Ti- 
tania talks^ and which is worthy of Shakspeare and of 
h^. Is it not? — No! do not smell to it; it is less 
sweet so than other roses : but one cluster in a vase, or 
even that bunch in your bosom will perfume a large 
room, as it does this summer air." — << Oh ! we will take 
twenty clusters/' said Emily :— ** I wish Grandmama 
were here ! She talks so often of a musk rose tree that 
grew against one end of her father's house. I wish she 
were here to see this !" 

Echoing her wish^ and well laden with musk roses, 
planted perhaps in the days of Shakspeare, we reached 
the steps that led to a square summer-house or ban- 
queting-room, overhanging the river: the under part 
was a boat-house, whose projecting roof, as well as the 
walls and the very top of the little tower, was covered 
with ivy and woodbine, and surmounted by tufted bar- 
berries, bird cherries, acacias, covered with their snowy 
chains, and other pendent and flowering trees. Beyond 
rose two poplars of unrivalled magnitude, towerii^ like 
stately columns over the dark tall firs, and giving a sort 
of pillared and architectural grandeur to the scene# 

We were now close to the mansion ; but it looked 
sad and desolate, and the entrance, choked with brambles 
and nettles, seemed almost to repel our steps. The 
summer-house, the beautiful summer-house was free and 
open and inviting, commanding from the unglazed win- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



S48 WALKS IN THE COUNTRY* 

dows, which hung high above the water, a reach of the 
tiver terminated by a rustic mill. 

There we sate, emptying our little basket of fruit and 
country cates, till Emily was seized with a desire of 
viewing, from the other side of the Loddon^ the scenery 
which had so much enchanted her. ^^ I must," said 
she, ^' take a sketch of the ivied boatrhouse, and of this 
sweet room, and this pleasant window ; — Grandmama 
would never be able to walk from the road to see the 
place itself, but she must see its likeness." So forth we 
sallied, not' forgetting the dear musk roses. 

We had no way of reaching the desired spot but by- 
retracmg our steps a mile, during the heat of the hottest 
hour of the day, and then following the course of the 
river to an equal distance on the other side; nor h^ 
we any materials for sketching, except the rumpled 
paper which had contained our repast, and a pencil 
without a 'point which I happened to have about me. 
But these small difficulties are pleasures to gay and 
happy youth. Regardless of such obstacles, the sweet 
Emily bounded on like a fawn, and I followed delighting 
in her delight. The sun went in^ and the walk was de- 
licious ; a reviving coolness seemed to breathe over the 
water, wafting the balmy scent of the firs and limes ; 
we found a point of view presienting the boat-house, the 
water, the poplars, and the mill, in a most felicitous 
combination ; the little straw fruit-basket made a capital 
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table ; and refreshed and sharpened and pointed by our 
trusty lacquey's excellent knife (your country boy is 
never without a good knife, it is his prime treasure,) the 
pencil did double duty'; — ^lirst in the skilful hands of 
Emily, whose faithful and spirited sketch does equal 
honour to the scene and to the artist, and then in the 
humbler office of attempting a faint transcript of my own 
impressions in the following sonnet : — 

It was an hour of calmest noon, a day 
Of ripest summer : o'er the deep blue sky 
White speckled clouds came sailing peacefully^ 

Half-shrouding in a checquer'd veil the ray 

Of the sun, too ardent else,— >what time we lay 
By the smooth Loddon, opposite the high 
Steep bank, which as a coronet gloriously 

Wore its rich crest of firs and lime-trees, gay 
With their pale tassels ; while from out a bower 

Of ivy (where those columnM poplars rear 
Their heads) the ruin'd boat-house, like a tower, 

Flung its deep shadow on the waters dear. 
My Emily ! forget not that cahn hour, 

^or that £ur scene, by thee made doubly dear I 
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MY GODFATHER. 

It is now nearly twenty years ago^ that I, a young girl 
just freed from &e tranmiels of schooldom, went into a 
remote and distant county, on a visit to my godfather, 
to make acquaintance with a large colony of my relations, 
and behold new scenes and new faces ; a pleasure, cer- 
tainly ; but a formidable and awful pleasure, to a shy 
and hcHne-loving girl. Nothing could have reconciled 
me to the prospect of encountering so many strange 
cousins, for they were all strangers, but my strong de- 
sire to see my dear and venerable god-papa, for whom, 
although we had never met since the christening, I en- 
tertained the most lively affection, — an affection nou- 
rished on his part by kindnesses of every sort, from the 
huge wax-doll, and the letter in print-hand, proper to 
the damsel of six years old, down to the pretty verses and 
elegant necklace, his birth-day greeting to the young 
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lady of sixteen. He was no stranger, that dear god- 
papa ! I was quite sure I should know him at first 
sighti quite sure that I should love him better than ever; 
both which predictions were verified to the letter. It 
would have been strange uideed if they had not. 

Mr. Evelyn, for so I shall call him, was a gentleman 
of an ancient family and ccmsiderable fortune, residing 
in a small town in the north of England ^ where he had 
occupied for the last fifty years, the best house, and the 
highest station, the object of universal respect and afiec- 
tioQ, from high and low. He was that beautiful thing, 
a healthy ahd happy old man. Shakspeare, the master 
painter, has partly described him for me, in the words of 
old Adam, — 

'* Therefore my age is as a lusty winter 
Frosty but kindly." 

Never was wiptry day, with the sun smiling upon the 
icicles, so bright or so keen. At eighty-four, he had 
an unbent, vigorous person, afresh colour, long, curling, 
milk-white hair, and regular features, lighted up by eyes 
as Imlliant and as piercing as those of a hawk ; his foot 
was as li^ht, his voice as clear, and his speech as joyous 
as at twenty. He had a life of mmd, an alertness of 
spirit, a brilliant and unfading hilarity, which were to 
him, like the quick blood of youth. Time had been 
rather his friend than his foe ; had stolen nothing as far 
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88 I could discover ; and had given such a licence to his 
jokes and his humour, that he was when I knew him as 
privileged a person as a court-jester in days of yore. 
Perhaps he was always so ; for, independently of fortune 
and station, high animal spirits, invincible good humour, 
and a certain bustling ofiiciousness, are pretty sure to 
make their way in the world, especially when they seek 
only for petty distinctions. He was always the first 
personage of his small circle ; president of half the 
clubs in the neighbourhood ; steward to the races ; 
chairman of the bench ; father of the corporation ; and 
would undoubtedly have been member for the town, if 
that ancient borough had not had the ill luck to be dis- 
franchised in some stormy period of our national his- 
tory. 

But that was no great loss to my dear godfather. 
Even the bench and the vestry, although he presided at 
them with sufficient reputation, were too grave matters 
to suit his taste. He would have made a bad police 
magistrate; his sympathies ran directly the contrary 
way. Accordingly he used to be accused of certain 
merciful abuses of his office of justice of the peace ; such 
as winking at vagrants and vagabonds, encouraging the 
Merry Andrew, and the droll fellow Punch, and feeing 
the constable, not to take up a certain drunken fiddler, 
who had haunted the town^ man and boy, these forty 
years. 
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Races and balls were more his element. There he 
would walk about with his hands behind him^ and a 
pleasant word for every one ; his keen eye sparkling 
with gaiety, and his chuckling laugh heard above all, 
the unwearied patron and promoter of festivity in all its 
branches ; rather than the dance should languish, he 
would stand up himself. This indulgence to the young, 
or rather this sympathy with enjoyment wherever he 
found it, was not confined to the rich ; he liked a fair 
or a revel quite as well as an assembly, perhaps better, 
because the merriment there was noisier, heartier, more 
completely free from restraint. How he would chuck 
the rosy country lasses under the chin, and question 
them about their sweethearts! And how the little 
coquettes would smile, and blush, and curtsy, and cry 
*' fie" and enjoy it ! That was certainly an octogenarian 
privilege and one worth a score or two of years, in his 
estimati<Hi. 

But these diversions, thoroughly as he entered int6 
their spirit, were by no means necessary to his individual 
amusement. His cheerfulness needed no external 
stimuli The day was too short — life itself, although so 
prolonged, was too brief for his busy idleness. He had 
nothing to do, followed no calling, belonged to no pro- 
fession, had no estate to improve, no children to esta* 
blish, and yet from morning to night he was employed 
about some vagary or other, with as much ardour as if 
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the fate of the nation depended on his speed. Fishing 
and fiddling, shooting and counii^, turning and var* 
nishing, making bird-cages and picture-frames^ and 
cabbage-nets, and flies for anglmg, constructing charades, 
and tagging verses, were only a few of his occupations. 
Then he dallied with science, and flirted with art ; was 
in a small way a connoisseur, had a tolerable collection 
of prints, and a very bad one of paintings, and was more- 
over a sort of virtuoso. I had not been two days in the 
house before my good godfather introduced me to his 
museum, a long room or rather gallery, where, as he 
boasted, and I well beUeve, neither mop, nor bro<»n, nor 
housemaid had ever entered. 

This museum was certainly the dirtiest den into 
which I ever set foot; dark, to a pitch, which took 
away for a while all power of distinguishing objects, and 
so dusty as to annihilate colour, and confuse form. I 
have a slight notion that this indistinctness was, in the 
present instance, rather favourable than otherwise to the 
collection, which I cannot help suspecting, was a thoii^ht 
less valuable than its owner opined. It consisted, I 
believe, (for one cannot be v^ry sure,) of sundry birds 
in glass cases exceedingly ragged and dingy i of sundry 
stufied beasts among which the moth -had made great 
havoc ; of sundry reptiles, and other curiosities^ pre^ 
served, pickled — (what is the proper word ?) — ^in glass 
bottles ; of a great heap of ores, and dnells, and spars, 
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<:oyered with cobwebs ; of some copper coins, aU rust ; 
of half a mummy ; and a bit of cloth made of Asbestoi. 
The only time I ever got into a scrape with my good- 
humoured host was on the score of thb last-mentioned 
treasure. Being assured by him that it was the yerit* 
able, undoubted Asbestos, which not only resists the 
action of fire, but is actually cleansed by that element, I 
proposed, seeing how v^ much it needed purification, 
that it should undergo a fiery ablution forthwith^ but 
that ordeal was rejected as too dangerous ; and I myself 
certainly considered for fiye minutes as dangerous too — 
somethmg of an incendiary, a female Guy Vaux — I was 
lucky enough to do away the impression by admiring> 
very honestly, some newly-caught butterflies, — pretty 
insects, and not yet spoiled, — ^which occupied one side 
of a long table. They were backed to my great conster- 
nation by a row of skulls, which, Mr. Evelyn having 
lately met with Dr. GalFs book, and being much smit- 
ten with Cranio — I beg its new name's pardon — Phre- 
nology — ^had purchased at five shillings a head, of the 
sexton, and now descanted on in a vein as unlike Ham- 
let*s as possible. 

The museum was hung round with festocms of lord's 
eggs, strung necklace-fashion, as boys are wont to thread 
them, being the part of its contents, which, nextp^haps 
to his new playthings the skulls, its owner valued most. 
Indeed they had an additional charm in his eyes, by 
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being mostly the trophies of his own exploits from child- 
hood downwards. Bird-nesting, always his favourite 
sport, had been, since he had dabbled in natural history, 
invested with the dignity of a pursuit He loved it as well 
as any child in the parish ; had as keen an eye to his 
game, and as much intrepidity in its acquisition; 
climbed trees, delved into hedgerows, and no more 
minded a rent garment, or a tumble into a ditch than 
an urchin of eight years old. The butterflies too, were, 
for the most part, of his own catching. I have myself 
seen a chase after a moth, that might serve as a com- 
panion to that grand Petar-Pindaric, '^ Sir Joseph 
Banks and the emperor of Morocco," but my godfather 
had the better of the sport, he knocked down his 
insect. 

To return to our museum. The last article that I 
remember, was a prodigious bundle of autographs, 
particularly unselect; where Thomas Smith, date un* 
known, figured by the side of Oliver CromweO, and 
John Brown, equally incognito, had the honour of being 
tied up with Queen £li2abeth. I would not be very 
certain either that there might not be an occasional 
forgery among the greater names ; not on the part of 
the possessor, he would as soon have thought of forgin^^ 
a bank bill, but on that of ,the several venders, or 
donors, which last class generally came, autograph in 
hand, to beg a favour^ Never was any human being sq 
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complete a subject for imposition — so entirely devoid 
of guile himself^ so utterly unsuspicious of its existence 
in others. He lived as if there were not a lie in the 
world ; — ^blessed result of a frank and ardent tempera- 
ment, and of a memory so happily constituted that it 
retained no more trace of past evil, than of last year's 
clouds. 

His living collection was quite as large, and almost 
as out of the way, as his dead one. He was an emi- 
nent bird-fancier, and had all sorts of ** smale foule's'* 
as old Chaucer calls them, in every variety of combina- 
tion, and in different stages of education ; for your pro- 
fessed bird-fancier, like your professed florist, is seldom 
content to let nature akme. Starlings, jays, and mag** 
pies, learning to talk ; bulfinches and goldfinches learn- 
ing tunes from a barrel organ; linnets brought up 
under a wood-lark, unlearning their own notes and 
studying his; nightingales, some of the earliest known 
in those parts, leamii^ to live north of Trent ; all sorts 
of canaries, and mule birds, and nests full of young 
things not yet distinguishable from each other, made up 
the miscellaneous contents of his aviary. He had also 
some white mice, a tame squirrel, and a very sc^cious 
hedge-hog ; and he had had a tortoise, which by an ex- 
traordinary exertion of ingenuity, he had contrived to 
kill, — a feat, which a road waggon going over the poor 
animal, would have failed to perform. This was tl^e 
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fflianiier. Tlie tarUiiae, as most peqple kaow, isibr 
«bcmt 8tx months in ^he year toriMd, and generally 
fetiiM under ground to enjoy bis half year's nap : b^ 
had been missbg some d^ys, when the old gardener 
dug Urn up out of a cabbage bed, and brought him in 
for dead. My Ood&ther, forgettiog his protege's habits, 
and just fresh from reading some book on the efficacy 
of the warm bath» (he was a ^^eat man for specifics) 
soused the unlucky land-crab into hot water, and kUled 
him OBtright. AH that could be done to repair the mis* 
chief w«s tried, and he was finally replaced in his old 
hiBTOW, the cabbage bed, but even burying him failed 
to fadag him to life again. This misadventure rather 
damped Mr. ^Telyn's xest for outlandish favourites* 
After all, his real and abiding pets were children — 
childiien of all ages,froai six months old to twelve years. 
He had mudi of the child in his own composition; his 
civeet and simple nature, his restlessness and merriif 
ment, liarmosuzed with theirs most com|^etely. He 
loved a game at romps too, tis well as they did, and 
would join m all their sports fr(^ battledtnre and 
shuttlecock, to puss in the comer. He had no child 
of his Qwn-*<have I not said that he was married ?)— 
no cUd whom he had an absolute right to spoil ; but 
he made all the children of the place serve his turn, and 
figh> happy were they to be ^)oiled l^y Mr. Evelyn. 
They all Booked around him, guided by that re-> 
10 
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maikabk instinct^ by which the verfest baby can detect 
a peraoa who really loves it; -ran afier him when he 
lode 4>n horseback, thrust their little hs^ds into his 
when he walked, and hung round the stone poich in 
which he had the habit of sitting on a summer after- 
noon, reading the newspaper in the sun, and chatting to 
l^e passers by, (for he knew every soul in the place 
gentie or sim^e) holding a long disdogue with one, 
sendkig a jest after another, and a kind nod to the 
third. Thidier his clients, the children, would resort 
ev«7 evening, as much, I verily believe, for love of thei^ 
patron as for the gingerbread, apples, and half-pence,—- 
the tops, marbles, and baHs, which used to issue from 
those capacious magazines, his pockets. 

The house, to which this porch belonged, was well 
suited 4o the tastes and station of its owner ;— Hstately, 
old-feshioned, and spacious; situate in the principal 
street, and commanding the market-place, — a mansion 
in a town. Behind was a formal garden in the Dutch 
style, — terraces, and beds of flowers, and tall yew 
hedges, and holly and box cut into various puzzling 
shapes, dragons, peacocks, lions, and swans. Within 
doors all was equally precise and out of date, being 
(except the museum) under the special and exclusive 
dominion of the lady of the house. 

Mrs. Evelyn formed just the contrast with her hus- 
band which is said to tell best in matrimony. She was 
s 2 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SGO EABLY RECOLLECTIONS. 

nearly twenty years younger in actualage, but seemed 
twenty years older from the mere absence of his viva-^ 
city. In all essential points they agreed perfectly r 
were equally charitable, generous, hospitable, and just ; 
but of their minor differences there was no end. She 
was grave, and slow, and formal — upright^ thin, and 
pale ; dressed with a sort of sober splendour ; wore a 
great quantity of old-fashioned jewellery ; went airing 
every day ; and got up, breakfasted, dined, supped, and 
went to bed at exactly the same minute, the whole year 
round,— clock work was never more r^^ular. Then she 
was addicted to a fussing and fidgetty neatness, such as 
is held proper to old maids and Dutch women, and 
kept the house afloat with perpetual scourings. More- 
over she had a hatred of motion and idleness, and 
pursued as a duty some long tiresome useless piece of 
handy work. Knitting a carpet, for instance, or netting 
a veil, or constructing that hideous piece of female 
joinery, a patch-work counterpane. The room in which 
I slept bore notable testimony to her industqj^; the 
whole fringe of the bed and window-curtains being 
composed of her knotting, and the hearth-rug of her 
work, as well as a chair, miscalled easy, stuffed into a 
hardness bumping against you in every direction, and 
jeovered with huge flowers, in small tent stich, flowers 
that would have done honour to the gardens of Brob- 
dignag. Besides this she was a genealogist,'and used 
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to bewilder herself and her hearers in a labyrinth of 
pedigree, which even at this distance of time, it gives 
me a head-ache to think of; nay, she was so unmerciful 
as to expect that I should understand and recollect all 
the intricacies of my own descent, and how I came to 
be of kin to the innumerable cousins to whom she intro- 
duced me, — ^I could as soon have learnt that despair of 
my childhood, the multiplication table. 

All this might seem to compose no very desirable 
companion for an idle girl of sixteen ; but I had not 
been a week in the house before I loved her very nearly 
as well as my dear godfather, although in a different way. 
Her thorough goodness made itself felt ; and she was 
so perfectly a gentlewoman, so constantly considerate 
and kind, so liberal and charitable, in deed and word^ 
that nobody could help loving Mrs. Evelyn. Besides^ 
we had one taste in common, a fondness for her pecu- 
liar territory, the orchard, a large grassy spot covered 
withiine old fruit trees, divided from the flower garden 
on the north by a magnificent yew hedge, bounded on 
one side by a filbert walk, on the other by the high 
ivied stone wall of the potagerie, and sloping down on 
the south to a broad sparkling rivulet, which went danc- 
ing along like a thmg of life, (as your northern rivulet 
is apt to do) forming a thousand tmy bays and promon- 
tories, and letting in a prospect of matchless beauty. 
Fancy a winding woodland valley, a rural bridge, a 
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yillage, with its gothic cliuitohj and a steqp aeeUviiy 
crowned with the ruins of a veneiable ca&tie, thrown 
together with a felieity of fcHriii and colourkigy .wfaieh 
might beseem a landscape-painter's dream* and you will 
have a faint idea of the view from that orchard. Under 
the yew hedge, on a sunny bank thickly set with rosei 
imd h<meysuddes, and j86wenr wod sweet herbs, were 
Mrs. Evelyn's pets, her oidy. pets, the bees. She was 
so fond of them, and visited them so dften^ ihat I used 
|o wond^ that she sdlowed them to be tdben ; but her 
love of bees was balanced by her extraordiaasry predslec^ 
tion far honey: honey, especially when eaten in the 
combi was, in her mind, a specific for aS diseases, an 
universal panacsea, the true elixir vitse. She imputed 
her own goiod health, entirely to this salutary r^men; 
and was sure to trace every illness she heard of, to some 
neglect of honey-eatings That she never could prevail 
tm her husband to taste this natural balsam (as she was 
wont to call it) must have been the great evil of her 
matrimonial life. Every morning did she predict death 
or disease to the sturdy recusant ; and every morning 
was she answered by the same keen glance of the 
laittghing hazel eye, and the same arch nod of defiance. 
There he sat, a living witness that man might thrive 
without honey. It was really too provoking. 

Another point in dispute between them arose out of 
Mr. Evelyn's extraordinary addiction to matdi-msdcing^. 
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He always tA»sted oa oaUing msurriage a kappy cere- 
mony, although one should think l|e had attended wed- 
dings enough to know that a funeml is generally lively 
in the comparison ; and I am persuaded thai dear as he 
held his genuine asbestos, a piece of biide-cake, drawn 
nine times through the ring, woukt for the time being 
haTe been held the greater treasure. Accordingly he 
was the general confidant of all coiurtships of gentility 
within ten miles, and even, with all deference be itspoken, 
of some wooings which had no gentility to boast ; fqr Us 
taste being known, and his abilities in that line duly ap^ 
precis^edi half the youths in the town came bowing to 
his honour to beg his good word. To his honour's good 
word and his own goodly person did John Bdl, head 
waiter of the Greyhound, owe the felieity of calling the 
buxom widow Wilson, the rich landlady of that w^-ac- 
customed inn, Mrs« Bell. To his honour's good word, 
and a threatened loss of custom, was Robert Hexpn, the 
smart young linen-draper, indebted for the fair hand of 
Margaret Car, sole heiress of Archy Car, Scotchma?, 
and barber, between whom and okl Robert Heron a Ca- 
pulet and Mont^^ feud, originating in a quarrel about 
their respective countries, had subsisted for a doeen 
yeoni* Nothing short of my godfath^'s threatening to 
learn to shave could have brought that Romeo and Ju^ 
liet together. His honour related these exploits with 
great complacency, whilst his wife did not fail to remind 
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him of the less fortunate exertions of his talent. How 
his influence gained poor Will the blacksmith his shiew^ 
or Jem the gardener his daudle. But such accidents 
will befal the ablest diplomatists. The grand object of 
his schemes at present was an union between two indi- 
viduak of his own household. Mrs. Evelyn's personal 
attendant was a stiff perpendicular old maid, bony and 
meagre in her person, with red hair, and somethmg of 
a vin^;ar aspect, — ^for the rest a well-intentioned wo- 
man, and a valuable servant. Mr. Evelyn had been 
looking out for a sweetheart for this amiable damsel, 
(Mrs. Embleton by name) for the last ten years, and had 
begun to despair of success, when aU at once it occurred 
to him to strike up a match between her and his fat 
coachman, Samuel — a round jolly old bachelor, blunt 
and bluff, with a broad red face, a knowing grin, and a 
most magnificent coachmanlike wig. He began in due 
form by rallying Mrs. Embleton on her conquest. Mrs^ 
Embleton minced and simpered, — ^no objection in that 
quarter! Then he consulted Mrs. Evelyn, — Mrs. Eve- 
lyn remonstrated ; that however he knew by experience, 
might be overcome. Then he laughed at Samuel/-^ 
Samuel whistled ;— that ivas rather dismaying. The 
next day he returned to the charge— and again Samuel 
whistled,— worse and worse!— A third time his master 
attacked him, smd a third time did Samuel whistle; — 
And any body but my godfather would have despaired* 
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He however did not. At this point stood the game, 
when I left the north ; and the very first letter I re- 
ceived from Mrs. Evelyn told me, that the marriage was 
settled, the wedding-day fixed, and the bride-cake pur- 
chased* And the next, brought tidings, (for I still had 
my doubts of Samuel) that the ceremony was actually 
performed, and the happy knot tied ; and Mrs. Evelyn 
seemed pacified, and the bridegroom resigned. No 
withstanding my dear godfather ! 
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Wb have few gipsies in our neighbourhood. In spite 
of our tempting green lanes, our woody dells and heathy 
commons, the rogues don't take to us. I am afraid that 
we are too civilized, too cautious ; that our sheep-folds 
are too closely watched ; our barn-yards too well guarded ; 
our geese and ducks too fastly penned ; our chickens 
too securely locked up ; our little pigs too safe in their 
sty ; our game too scarce ; our laundresses too careful. 
In short, we are too little primitive : we have ^ snug 
brood of vagabonds and poachers of our own, to say 
nothing of their regular followers, constables and justices 
of the peace : — we have stocks in the village, and a 
treadmill in the next town ; and therefore we go gipsy- 
less— a misfortune of which every landscape painter, and 
every lover of that living landscape, the country, can ap- 
preciate the extent. There is nothing under the sun 
that harmonizes so well with nature, especially in her 
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woodland recesses, cut that picturesque people, whaare, 
80 to say, tke wild ge6us-<>-tlie pheasants and ro^oeks 
of the human race. 

Sometimes, indeed, we used to see a gipsy procession 
passing along the common, like an eastern caravan, men, 
women, and children, donkies and dogs ; and sometimes 
a patch of bare earth, strewed with ashes and suitowided 
by scaithed turf, on the biosd gncn malgin of some 
cross road, would give token of a gipsy halt; but a 
regular gipsy encampment has always been so rare an 
event, that I was equally surprised and delighted to meet 
with one in the course of my walks last autumn, par- 
ticularly as the party was of the most innocent descrip- 
tion, quite free from those tall, dark, lean, Spanish-look* 
ii^ men, who it must be confessed, with all my predi<^ 
Itetion for the caste, are rather startlii^ to meet when 
alone in an unfrequented path ; and a path more soli- 
tary than that into which the beauty of a bright October 
morning had tempted me could not weU be imagined. 

Branching off from the high road, a little below our 
village, runs a wide green lane, bordered on either side by 
a row of young oaks and beeches just within the hedge, 
fi)rming an avenue, in which, on a summer afternoon, 
you may see the squirrels disporting from tree to tree, 
whUst the rooks, their fdlow denizens, are wheeling 
ih noisy circles over their heads. The fields sink gently 
down on each' side, so that, being the bottofn of a natu- 
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ral winding valley, and crossed by many little rills and 
rivuletSy the turf exhiHts even in the driest summers an 
emerald verdure. . Scarcely any one passes the end of 
that lane, without wishing to turn into it ; but the way 
is in some sort dangerous and difficult for foot passengers^ 
because the brooklets which intersect it are in many in- 
stances bridgelessy and in others bestridden by planks so 
decayed, that it were rashness to pass them ; and the 
nature of the ground, treacherous and boggy, and in 
many places as unstable as water, renders it for carriages 
wholly impracticable. 

I however, who do not dislike a little difficulty whese 
there is no absolute danger, atad who am moreover ahnost 
as familiar with the one only safe track as the heifers 
who graze there, sometimes venture along this seldom- 
trodden path, which terminates, at the end of a mile and 
a half, in a spot of singular beauty. The hills become 
abrupt and woody, the cultivated enclosures cease, and 
the long narrow valley ends in a Uttle green, bordered 
on one side by a^e old park, whose mossy paling, over- 
hung with thorns and hollies, comes sweeping round it, 
to meet the rich coppices which clothe the opposite ac- 
clivity. Just under the high and irregular palmg, shaded 
by the birches and sycamores of the park, and by the 
venerable oaks which are scattered irregularly on the 
green, is a dark deep pool, whose broken banks, crowned 
with fern and wreathed with briar and bramble, have an 
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air of wildness and grandeur that might have suited the 
pencil of Salvator Rosa. 

In this lonely place (for the mansion to which the 
park belongs has long been uninhabited) I first saw our 
gipsies. They had pitched their little tent under one of 
the oak trees, perhaps from a certain dim sense of natu^ 
ral beauty, which those who live with nature in the 
fields are seldom totally without ; perhaps because the 
neighbourhood of the cqppices, and of the deserted hall, 
was favourable to the acquisition of game, and of the 
little fuel which their hardy habits required. The party 
consisted only of four — an old crone, in a tattered red 
cloak and black bonnet, who was stooping over a kettle, 
of which the contents were probably as savoury as that 
of Meg Merrilies, renowned in story ; a pretty black- 
eyed girl, at work under the trees ; a sun-burnt urchin 
■ef eight or nine, collecting sticks and dead leaves to feed 
their out^f-door fire, and a slender lad two or three 
years older, who lay basking in the sun, with a couple 
of shabby dogs of the sort called mongrd, in all the joy 
of idleness, whilst a grave patient donkey stood grazing 
hard-by. It was a pretty picture, with its soft autumnal 
sky, its rich woodiness, ite sunshine, its verdure, the 
light smoke curling from the fire, and the group dis- 
posed around it so harmless, poor outcasts! and so 
happy^a beautiful picture ! I stood gaang on it till I 
was half ashamed to look longer, and came away half 
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afraid that ikey should depart before I eould see them 
again. 

This fear I 80<mi fouad to be groundless. The old 
gipsy was a cd^rated fortune-teller, and the post baring 
beep so loQg vacant, she could not have brought her 
taleits to a better market. The whole rillage rang ivith 
&e predictionB of this modem Cassaadra^-uaUcie her 
Trojan predeeessor, ipasmuch as her pro^bteoies wte 
oeveor of evil. I myself could not hdip admicing the real 
devemessy the genuine gipsy tact with vhkb she adajtfed 
her foEetetlings to the age, the habits, and' the known 
desires and <^tti9StanceE» of her clients. 

To our VdAe pet Liazy, for instance, a damsel of sfiven, 
she predicted a fairing; to Ben Kirl^^a youth of thirteen, 
head batter of the boys, a new cricketrbaH ; to Ben's 
miEi&t XiUey, a girl «op»e three years faia senior^ and just 
pn»noted to that ensign of womanhood a cap, she pro- 
mised a pink top-knot; whSst for If iss Sophia Mat- 
Ihews, our Qld:4naidi8h schooLrmistress, who would be 
hearlilyj^ad'to be a girl agaki, she foresaw oneliand- 
some husband, and for Uie smart widow Simm<ms, two. 
These w^re the least of her triumphs. Deorge Daris, 
the daahing young farmer of the hill-house, a gay sports- 
masa, who scoffed atforJbine-teUers and matrimony, c<»u 
sttlt^ het as to whose greyhound would win the courser^s 
ciq>. at' the b^con meeting ; to which Ae replied, that 
she did not know to wIkhb the dog would belong, but 
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dmt the wianer pf the cup woald be a white greyhowul, 
with one blue ear^ and St spot on it^ side, being an exact 
description of Mr. George David's favourite Helen, 
who followed her master'is step? like bis shadow, and 
was standing behind him at this tery instant. This 
prediction gained our gipsy balf«a*crown; and master 
Welles— ^the thriving thrifty yeoman of the lea^— rshe 
managed to win sixpence from his hard honest frugal 
band» by a prophecy that his old brood mare, called 
Bladdbot, should bring forth twins ; and Ned the 
blackamithy who was known to court the tall nurse- 
maid at the miU-^she got a shilling from Ned, iim^y 
by assuring liim that his wife shouki have the longest 
coffin that en^rvas made in our mdieelwright's shop* 
A most temptbg pcediction ! ingeniously combining the 
proiqpiect of winning and of sarvivmg the lady of hi» 
heart-^a promise equadly adapted to the hot and cold 
fits of Aat ague, called love; lightning the fetters o# 
wedlock ; uniting in a l»eadi the bridegroom and the 
widower. Ned was the best pleased of all her cus- 
tomers^ and enforced his suit with such vigour, that he 
and the &ir giantess were asked in cfawch the next 
Sui^y, and married at the fortn^ht's end. 

No wonder that all the world-'-4hat is to say, 2II our 
world — ^were crazy to have their fortunes told.-to enjoy 
the pleasure of hearing bom such uDdoid)ted authority, 
Aat what they wished to be should be. Amongst the 
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most eager to take a peep into futurity, was our pretty 
maid Harriet, although her desire took the not unusual 
form of disclamation, — <^ nothing should induce her to 
have her fortune told, nothing upon earth !" ^' She 
never thought of the gipsy, not she I" and to prove the 
fact, she said so at least twenty times a day. Now 
Harriet's fortune seemed told already ; her destiny was 
fixed. She, the belle of the village, was engaged, 
as every body knows, to our village beau, Joel Brent ; 
they were only waiting for a little more money to 
marry; and as Joel was already head carter to our 
head farmer, and had some prospect of a bailiff's place, 
their union did not appear very distant. But Harriet, 
besides being a beauty, was a coquette, and her affec- 
tion for her betrothed did not interfere with certain 
flirtations which came in like Isabella, ** by-rthe-bye,'" 
and occasionally cast a Ediadow of coolness between the 
lovers, which, however, Joel's cleverness and good hu- 
mour generally contrived to chase aivay. There had 
probably been a little fracas in the present instance, for 
at the end of one of her daily professtona of u&iaith in 
gipsies and their predictions, she added, ** that none 
but fools did believe them ; that Joel had had his for- 
tune told, and wanted to treat her to a prophecy — but 
she was not such a simpleton." 

About half an hour after the delivery of this speech, I 
happened, in tying up a chrysanthemum, to go to pur 
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wood-yard for a stick of proper dimensions, and there, 
enclosed between the faggot-pile and the coal-shed, 
stood the gipsy, in the very act of palmistry, conning 
the lines of fate in Harriet's hand. Never was a 
stronger contrast than that between the old withered 
sybil, dark as an Egyptian, with bright laughing eyes, 
and an expression of keen humour under all her affected 
solemnity, and our village beauty, tall, and plump, and 
fair, blooming as a rose, and simple as a dove. She 
was listening too intently to see me, but the fortune- 
teller did, and stopped so suddenly, that her attention 
was awakened and the intruder discovered. 

Harriet at first meditated a denial. She called up a 
pretty innocent unconcerned look ; answered my silence 
(for I never spoke a word) by muttering something 
about " coals for the parlour ;" and catching up my 
new painted green watering-pot, instead of the coal- 
scuttle, began filling it with all her might, to the un- 
speakable discomfiture of that useful utensil, on which 
the dingy dust stuck like birdlime — and of her own 
clean apron, which exhibited a curious interchange of 
black and green on a white ground. During the pro- 
cess of filling the watering-pot, Harriet made divers 
signs to the gipsy to decamp. The old sybil, however, 
budged not a foot, influenced probably by two reasons : 
one, the hope of securing a customer in the new comer, 
whose appearance is generally, I am afraid, the very rc- 

T 
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verse of dignified, rathet merry than wise ; the other, a 
genuine fear of passing through the yard-gate, on the 
outside of which a much more imposing person, my 
greyhound Mayflower, who has a sort of beadle instinct 
anent drunkards and pilferers, and disorderly persons of 
all sorts, stood barking most furiously. 

This instinct is one of May's remarkable qualities. 
Dogs are aU, more or less, physiognomists, and com- ^ 
monly pretty determined aristocrats, fond of the fine 
and averse to the shabby, distinguishing, with a nice 
accuracy, the master castes from the pariahs of the 
world. But May's power of perception is another mat- 
ter, more, as it were, moral. She has no objection to 
honest rags ; can away with dirt, or age, or ugliness, or 
any such accident, and, except just at home, makes no 
distinction between kitchen and parlour. Her intuition 
points entirely to the race of people commonly called 
suspicious, on whom she pounces at a glance. What a 
constable she would have made ! What a jewel of a 
thief-taker ! Pity that those four feet should stand in 
the way of ber preferment ! she might have risen to be a 
Bow-street officer. As it is we make the gift useful in 
a small way. In the matter of hiring and marketing 
the whole village likes to consult May. Many a chap 
has stared when she has been whistled up to give her 
opinion as to his honesty ; and many a pig bargain has 
gone off on her veto. Our neighbour, mine host of the 
15 
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Rose, used constantly to follow her judgment in the 
selection of his lodgers. His house was never so orderly 
as when under her government. At last he found dut 
that she abhorred tipplers as well as thieves — indeed, 
she actually barked away three of his best customers : 
and he left off appealing to . her sagacity, since which 
he has, at different times, lost three silver spoons and a 
leg of mutton. ^With every one else May is an oracle. 
Not only in the case of wayfarers and vagrants^ but 
amongst our own people, her fancies are quite 9, touch- 
stone. A certain hump-backed cobbler, for instance — 
May cannot abide him, and I don't think he has had so 
much as a job of heel-piecing to do since her dislike 
became public. She really took away his character. 

Longer than I have taken to relate Mayflower's ac- 
complishments stood we, like the folks in the Critic, at a 
dead lock ; May, who probably regarded the gipsy as a 
sort of rival, an interloper on her oracular domain, 
barking with the voice of a lioness — the gipsy trying to 
persuade me into having my fortune told — and I en- 
deavouring to prevail on May to let the gipsy paft|. 
Both attemps were unsuccessful : and the fair consulter 
of destiny, who had by this time recovered ftom the 
shame of her detection, extricated us from our dilemmi^ 
by smuggling the old woman away through the houie. 

Of course Harriet was exposed to some raillery, and a^ 
good deal of questioning about her future fate, as to 
t2 
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which she preserved an obstinate, but evidently satisfied 
silence. At the end of three days, however — my 
readers are, I hope, learned enough in gipsy lore to 
know that, unless kept secret for three entire days, no 
prediction can come true — ^at the end of three days, 
when all the family except herself had forgotten the 
story, our pretty soubrette, half bursting with the long 
retention, took the opportunity of lacing on my new 
half-boots to reveal the prophecy. " She was to see 
within the week, and this was Saturday, the young man, 
the real young man, whom she was to marry." " Why, 
Harriet, you know poor Joel.*' " Joel, indeed ! the 
gipsy said that the young man, the real young man, 
was to ride up to the house drest in a dark great coat 
(and JoeV never wore a great coat in his life — all the 
world knew that he wore smock-lrocks and jackets), 
and mounted on a white horse— and where should Joel 
get a white horse V* '^ HsCd this real young man made 
his appearance yet V* " No ; there had not been a 
white horse past the place since Tuesday : so it must 
certainly be to-day." 

A good look-out did Harriet keep for. white horses 
during this fateful Saturday, and plenty did she see^ 
It was the iparket-day at B., and team after team came 
by with one, two, and three white horses ; cart after 
cart, and gig after gig, each with a white steed : Colonel 
M.'s carriage, with its prancing pair — but still no horse- 
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man. At length one appeared ; but he had a great 
coat whiter than the animal he rode ; another, but he 
was old farmer Lewington, a married man ; a third, but 
he was little Lord L., a school-boy, on his Arabian 
poney. Besides, they all passed the house ; and as the 
day wore on, Harriet began, alternately, to profess her 
old infidelity on the score of fortune-telling, and to let 
out certain apprehensions that, if the gipsy did really 
possess the power of foreseeing events, and no such 
horseman arrived, she might possibly be unlucky enough 
to die an old maid — a fate for which, although the 
proper destiny of a coquette, our village beauty seemed 
to entertain a very decided aversion. 

At last, just at dusk, just as Harriet, making believe 
to close pur casement shutters, was taking her last 
peep up the road, something white appeared in the 
distance coming leisurely down the hill. Was it really 
a horse ? Was it not rather Titus Strong's cow driving 
home to milking? A minute or two dissipated that 
fear : it certainly was a horse, and as certainly it 
had a dark rider. Very slowly he descended the hill, 
pausing most provokingly at the end of the village, 
as if about to turn up the Vicarage-lane. He came 
on, however, and after another short stop at the Rose^. 
rode full up to our little gate, and catching Harriet's 
hand as she was opening the wicket, displayed to the 
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half-pleased, half-angry damsel the smiling triumphant 
face of her own Joel Brent, equipped in a new great 
coat, and. mounted on his master's newly-purchased 
market uag. Oh, Joel ! Joel ! The gipsy ! the gipsy ! 
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In one of the wild nooks of heath land, which are set 
so prettily amidst our richly timbered vallies, stands the 
cottage of Robert Ford, an industrious and substantial 
blacksmith. There is a striking appearance of dingy 
comfort about the whole demesne, forming as it does a 
sort of detached and isolated territory in the midst of the 
unenclosed common by which it is surrounded. The 
ample garden, whose thick dusty quickset hedge runs 
along the high road ; the snug cottage whose gable-end 
abuts on the causeway ; the neat court which parts the 
house from the long low-browed shop and forge ; and 
the stable, cart-shed, and piggeries behind, have all an 
air of rustic opulence : even the clear irregular pond, 
half covered with ducks and geese that adjoins, and the 
old pollard oak, with a milestone leaning against it, that 
overhangs the dwelling, seem in accordance with its 
consequence and character^ and give finish and harmony 
to the picture. 
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The inhabitants were also in excellent keeping. Ro- 
bert Ford, a stout, hearty, middle-aged man, sooty and 
grim as a collier, paced backward and forward between 
the house and the forge with the step of a man of sub- 
stance — ^his very leather apron had an air of importance; 
his wife Dinah, a merry comely woman, sat at the open 
door, in an amplitude of cap and gown and handker- 
chief, darning an eternal worsted stocking, and hailed 
the passers-by with the cheerful freedom of one well to 
do in the world ; and their three sons, well-grown lads 
from sixteen to twenty, were the pride of the village for 
industry and good humour — to say nothing of their he- 
reditary love of cricket. On a Sunday, when they had 
on their best clothes and cleanest faces, they were the 
handsomest youths in the parish. Robert Ford was 
proud of his boys, as well he might be, and Dinah was 
still prouder. 

Altogether it was a happy family and a pretty scene ; 
especially of an evening, when the forge was at work, 
and when the bright firelight' shone through the large 
unglazed window, illumining with its strai^e red un- 
earthly light, the group that stood round the. anvil;, 
showers of sparks flying from the heated iron, and the 
loud strokes of the sledge hammer resounding over all 
the talking and laughing of the workmen, re-enforced by 
three or four idlers who were lounging about the shop. 
It formed a picture, which in a summer evening, we 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



LITTLE RACHEL. 281 

could seldom pass without stopping to contemplate; 
besides I had a roadside acquaintance with Mrs. Ford, 
had taken shelter in her cottage from thunder-storms 
and snow-storms, and even by daylight could not walk 
by without a friendly " How d'ye do." 

Late in last autumn we observed an addition to the 
family, in the person of a pretty little shy lass, of some 
eight years old, a fair slim small-boned child, with deli- 
cate features, large blue eyes, a soft colour, light shin- 
ing hair, and a remarkable neatness in her whole ap- 
pearance. She seemed constantly busy, either sitting 
on a low stool by Dinah's side at needle-work, or gliding 
about the kitchen engaged in some household employ- 
ment — for the wide open door generally favoured the 
passengers with a full view of the interior, from the 
fully stored bacon-rack to the nicely swept hearth ; and 
the little girl, if she perceived herself to be looked at, 
would slip behind the clock-case, or creep under the 
dresser to avoid notice. Mrs. Ford, when questioned 
as to her new inmate, said that she was her husband's 
niece, the daughter of a younger brother, who hiid 
worked somewhere London-way, and had died lately, 
leaving a widow with eleven children in distressed cir- 
cumstances. She added, that having no girl of their 
own, they had taken little Rachel for good and all ; and 
vaunted much of her handiness, her sempstress-ship, and 
^er scholarship, how she could read a chapter with tlie 
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parish clerk, or make a shirt with the schoohnistress. 
Hereupon she called her to display her work*, which 
was indeed extraordinary for so young a needle-woman ; 
and would fain have had her exhibit her other accom- 
plishment of reading; but the poor little maid hung 
down her head, and blushed up to her white temples, 
and almost cried, and though too frightened to ruii 
away, shrank back till she was fairly hidden behind her 
portly aunt ; so that that performance was perforce pre- 
termitted. Mrs. Ford was rather scandalized at this 
shyness ; and expostulated, coaxed and scolded, after 
the customary fashion on such occasions. '^ Shame- 
facedness was,'' she said, '' Rachel's only faulty and she 
believed the child could not help it. Her uncle and 
cousins were as fond of her as fond could be, but she 
was afraid of them all, and had never entered the shop 
since there she had been. Rachel," she added, " was 
singular in all her ways, and never spent a farthing on 
apples or gingerbread, though she had a bran new six- 
pence, which her uncle had given her for hemming his 
cravats; she believed that she was saving it to send 
home." 

A month passed away, during which time from the 
mere habit of seeing us frequently, Rachel became so 
far tamed as to behold me and my usual walking com- 
panion without much dismay; would drop her little 
curtsy vritbout colouring so very deeply, and was even 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



LITTLE RACHEL* 283 

won to accept a bun from that dear companion's pocket, 
and to answer yes or no to his questions. 

At the end of that period, as we were returning home 
in the twilight from a round of morning visits, we per- 
ceived a sort of confusion in the forge, and heard loud 
sounds of scolding from within the shop, mixed with 
bitter lamentations from , without. On a nearer ap- 
proach, we discovered that the object in distress was an 
old acquaintance ; a young Italian boy, such a wanderer 
from the Lake of Como, as he, whom Wordsworth has 
addressed so beautifully : 

** Or on thy head to poise a show 

Of plaster-craft in seemly row ; 
The graceful form oftanilk-white steed, 
Or bird that soared with Ganymede; 
Or through our hamlets thou wilt bear 
The sightless Milton with his hair 
Around his pladd temples curled 

And Shakspeare at his side a freight, 

If clay could think and mind were weight, 
For him who bore the world I" 

He passed us almost every day, carrying his tray full 
of images into every quarter of the village. We had 
often wondered how he could find vent for his commodi- 
ties; but our farmers' wives patronize that branch of 
art ; and Stefano, with his light firm step, his upright 
carriage, his dancing eyes, and his broken English, was 
an universal favourite. 
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At present the poor boy's keen Italian features and 
bright dark eyes were disfigured by crying ; and his loud 
wailings and southern gesticulations bore witness to the 
extremity of his distress. The cause of his grief was 
visible in the half empty tray that rested on the window 
of the forge, and the green parrot which lay in fragments 
on the footpath. The wrath of Robert Ford required 
some farther explanation, which the presence of his 
worship instantly brought forth, although the enraged 
blacksmith was almost too angry to speak intelligibly. 

It appeared that his youngest and favourite son, 
William, had been chaffering with Stefano for this iden- 
tical green parrot, to present to Rachel, when a mischiev- 
ous lad, running along the road, had knocked it from 
the window sill, and reduced it to the state which we 
saw. So far was mere misfortune ; and undoubtedly if 
left to himself our good neighbour would have indemni- 
fied the little merchant ; but poor Stefano, startled at the 
suddenness of the accident, trembling at the anger of 
the severe master on whose account he travelled th^ 
country, and probably in the darkness, really mistaking 
the offender, unluckily accused William Ford of the 
overthrow ; which accusation, although the assertion 
was instantly and humbly retracted on William's denial, 
so aroused the English blood of the father, a complete 
John Bull, that he was raving, till black in the face, 
against cheats and foreigners, and threatening the young 
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Italian with whipping, and the treadmill, and justices, 
and stocks, when we made our appearance, and the 
storm, having nearly exhausted its fury, gradually abated. 

By this time, however, the clamour had attracted a 
little crowd of lookers on from the house and the road, 
amongst the rest Mrs. Ford, and, peeping behind her 
aunt, little Rachel. Stefano continued to exclaim in 
his imperfect accent " He will beat me !" and to sob 
and crouch and shiver, as if actually suffering under the 
impending chastisement. It was impossible not to sym- 
pathize with such a reality of distress, although we felt 
that an English boy, similarly situated, would have been 
too stout-hearted not to restrain its expression. " Six- 
pence !" and " my master will beat me !*' intermixed 
with fresh bursts of crying, were all his answers to the 
various enquiries' as to the amount of his loss, with which 
he was assailed ; and young William Ford, " a lad of 
grace," was approaching his hand to his pocket, and my 
dear companion had just drawn forth his purse, when the 
good intentions of the one were arrested by the stern 
commands of his father, and the other was stopped by 
the re-appearance of Rachel, who had run back to the 
house, and now darted through the group holding out 
her own new sixpence, — her hoarded sixpence, and put 
it into Stefano*s hand ! 

It may be imagined that the des^r child was no loser 
by her generosity ; she was loaded with caresses by 
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every one, which, too much excited to feel her bashful- 
. ness, she not only endured but returned. Her uncle, 
thus rebuked by an infant, ivas touched almost to tears. 
He folded her in his arms, kissed her and blessed her ; 
gave Stefano half a crown for the precious sixpence, 
and swore to keep it as a relique and a lesson as long as 
he lived. 
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MY GODFATHER S MANCEUVRING. 

I HAVE said that my dear godfather was a great match- 
maker. One of his exploits in this way, which occurred 
during ipy second visit to him and Mrs. Evelyn, I am 
now about to relate. 

Amongst the many distant cousins to whom I was 
introduced in that northern r^ion, was a young kins- 
woman of the name of Hervey — Lucy Hervey — ^an or- 
phan heiress of considerable fortune, who lived in the ' 
same town and the same street with my godfather, under 
the protection of a lady who had been the governess of 
her childhood, and continued with her as the friend of 
her youth. Sooth to say, their friendship was of that 
tender and sentimental sort at which the world, the 
wicked world, is so naughty as to laugh. Miss Reid 
and Miss Hervey were names quite as inseparable as 
goose and apple-sauce, or tongue and chicken. They 
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regularly made their appearance together, and there 
would have appeared I know not what of impropriety in 
speaking of either singly ; it would have looked like a 
tearing asunder of the " double cherry," respecting 
which, in their case, even the " seeming parted** would 
have been held too disjunctive a phrase, so tender and 
inseparable was their union ; although, as far as resem- 
blance went, no simile could be more inapplicable. 
Never were two people more unlike in mind and person. 

Lucy Hervey was a pretty little woman of six and 
twenty ; but from a delicate figure, delicate features, 
and a most delicate complexion, looking much younger. 
Perhaps the total absence of strong expression, the mild- 
ness and simplicity of her countenance, and the artless- 
ness and docility of her manner might conduce to the 
mistake. She was a sweet gentle creature, generous 
and affectionate ; and not wanting in sense, although 
her entire reliance on her friend's judgment, and con- 
stant habit of obedience to her wishes rendered the use 
of it somewhat rare. 

Miss Reid was a tall aukward woman, raw-boned, 
lank and huge, just what one fancies a man would be in 
petticoats ; with a face that, except the beard (certainly 
she had no beard) might have favoured the supposition ; 
so brown and bony and stern and ill-favoured was her 
unfortunate visage. In one point, she was lucky. There 
was no guessing at her age, certainly not within ten 
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years; norwi^in twenty. She looked old-: but with 
that figure, those features, and (hat complexion, she 
must have looked old at eighteen. To guess her age was 
impossible. Her voice was deep and dictatorial ; her 
manner rough and assuming ; and her conversation un- 
mercifully sensible and oracular — '' full of wise saws 
and modem instances.*' For the rest, in spite of her 
inauspicious exteiior, she was a good sort of disagreeabfe 
^ woman : charitable jdXkd kind in her way{ genuinely 
fond of Lucy Hervey, whom she petted and scolded and 
coaxed and nanaged just as a nurse manages a child; 
and tolerably weU liked of all her acquamtance— except 
Mr. Evelyn, who had been at war with her for the last 
nine years, on the subject of his fair cousin's marriage ; 
And had, at last, come to regard her pretty much as a 
prime minister may look on an opposition leader,— as a 
regular opponent, an obstacle to be put down, or swept 
away. I verily believe that he hated her as much as 
his kindly nature could hate an^ body. 

To be sure^ it was aa slight grievance to have so fair a 
subject for his matiimonial speculations, a kinswoman 
too, just under his very eye, and to find all his plans 
thwarted by liiat inexorable gouvemante — more espe.- 
cially, as, without her aid, it was morally certain that 
the pretty Lucy would never have had the heart to say , 
no to any body. Ever since Miss Hervey was seventeen, 
my dear g6dpapa had been scheming for her advantage. 
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It was quite melancholy to hear him count up the hus- 
bands she might have had, — ^beginning with the Duke's 
son, her partner at her first race-ball, — and ending with 
the young newly-arrived physician, his last prot6g6^ 
*^ now," he said, '^ she might die an old maid ; he had 
done with her." And there did actually appear to be a 
cessation of all his 'matrimonial plans in that quarter* 
Miss Reid herself laid aside her mistrust of him ^ and a 
truce, if not a peace, was tacitfy concluded between 
these sturdy antagonists. Mr. Evelyn seemed to have 
given up the game — a strange thing for him to do whilst 
he had a pawn left ! But so it was. His adversary had 
the board all to herself; and was in as good humour, as 
^ winning player generally is. Miss Reid was never r&- 
.membered so amiable. We saw them almost every day, 
as the fashion is amongst neighbours in small towns, and 
used to ride and walk together continually — although 
Lucy, whose health was delicate, frequently decUned 
accompanying us on our more distant excursions. 

Our usual beau, besides the dear godpapa, was a Mr. 
Morris, the curate of the parish— ^an uncouth, gawky, 
lengthy man, with an astounding Westmoreland dialect, 
and a most portentous laugh. Really his ha ! ha ! was 
quite a shock to the nerves — a sort of oral shower-bath ; 
so sudden and so startling was the explosion. In loud- 
ness, it resembled half a dozen ordinary laughs ^^ rolled 
into one ;'' and as the gentfeman was of a facetious disp- 
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position^ and chorused his own good things, as well as 
those of other people, wkh this awful cachinnation^ it 
was no joking matter. But he was so excellent a per- 
son, so cordial, so jovial, so simple-hearted, and so con- 
tented with a lot none of the most prosperous, that one 
could not help hkiqg him, laugh and all. He was a 
widower, with one only son, a Cambridge scholar, of 
whom he was deservedly proud. Edward Morris, be- 
sides his academical honours (I think he had been senior 
wrangler of his year), was a very fine young man, with 
an intelligent countenance, but exceedingly shy, silent 
and abstracted^ I could not help thinking the poor 
youth was in love ; but his father and Mr. Evelyn laid 
the whole blame on the mathematics. He would sit 
sometimes for an hour together, immersed, as they said, 
in his calculations, with his eyes fixed on Lucy Hervey, 
as if her sweet face had been the problem he was solving.' 
But your mathematicians are privileged people ; and so 
apparently my fair cousin thought, for she took no notice, 
unless by blushing a shade the deeper. It was worth 
while to look at Lucy Hervey, when Edward Morn's was 
gazing on her in his absent fits ; her cheeks were as red 
as a rose. 

How these blushes came to escape the notice of Miss 

Reid, I cannot tell, — unless she might happen to have 

her own attention engrossed by Edward's father. For 

certain, that original paid her, in his odd way, great 

u2 
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attention ; was her constant beau in our walking par- 
ties ; sate by her side at dinner ; and manoeuvred to get 
her for his partner at whist. She had the benefit of his 
best bon-motSy and his loudest laughs; and she seemed 
to me not to dislike that portentous sound, so much as 
might have been expected from a lady of her particula- 
rity. I ventured to hint my observations to Mr. Evelyn ; 
who chuckled, laid his forefinger against his nose, rub- 
bed his hands, and called me a simpleton. 

Affairs were in this position, when one night just at 
going to bed, my good godfather, with a little air of 
mystery (no uncommon preparation to his most trifling 
plans), made an appointment to walk with me before 
breakfast, as far as a pet farm about a mile out of the 
town, the superintendance of which was one of his great- 
est amusements. Early the next morning, the house- 
maid, who usually attended me, made her appearance, 
«nd told me that her master was waiting for me, that I 
must make haste, and that he desired I would be smart, 
as he expected a party to breakfast at the farm. This 
sort of injunction is seldom thrown away on a damsel of 
eighteen ; accordingly, I adjusted, with all dispatch, a 
new blue silk pelisse, and sallied forth into the corridor, 
'Which I heard him pacing as impatiently as might be. 
There, to my no small consternation, instead of the 
usual gallant compliments of the most gallant of god- 
fathers, I was received with very disapproving glances : 
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told that I looked like an old woman in that dowdy-co- 
loured pelisse, and conjured to exchange it for a white 
gown. Half affronted, I nevertheless obeyed; doffed 
the pelisse, and donned the white gown, as ordered : 
and being greeted this time with a bright smile, and a 
chuck under the chin, we set out in high good humour 
on our expedition. 

Instead, however, of proceeding straight to the farm, 
Mr. Evelyn made a slight deviation from our course, 
turning down the market-place, and into the warehouse 
of a certain Mrs. Bennet, milliner and mantua-maker, 
a dashing over-dressed dame, who presided over the 
fashions for ten miles roimd, and marshalled a compter 
full of caps and bonnets at one side of the shop, whilst 
her husband, an obsequious civil bowing tradesman, 
dealt out gloves and stockings at the other. A little 
dark parlour behind was common to both. Into this 
den, was I ushered ; and Mrs. Bennet, with many apo- 
logies, began; at a signal from my godfather, to divest 
me of all my superfluous blueness, silk handkerchief, 
sash and wrist-ribbons, (for with the constancy which is 
bom of opposition, I had, in relinquishing my obnoxious 
pelisse, clung firmly to the obnoxious colour) replacing 
them by white sattin ribbons and a beautiful white shawl ; 
and, finally, exchanging my straw bonnet for one' of white 
silk, with a deep lace veil — ^that piece of delicate finery 
which all women delight in. Whilst I was now ad^ 
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miring the richness of the genuine Brussels pomt, and 
BOW looking at myself in a little glass which Mrs. Ben- 
net was holding to my face, for the better display of her 
millinery — ^the bonnet, to do her justice, was pretty and 
becoming, — during this engrossing contemplation, her 
smooth silky husband crept behind me with the stealthy 
pace of a cat, and relying, as it seems, on my pre-occu- 
pation, actually drew my York-tan gloves from my asto- 
nished hands, and substituted a pair of his own best 
Ithite kid. This operation being completed^ my god- 
papa, putting his forefinger to his lip in token of secrecy, 
hurried me with a look of great triumph, from the shop. 
He walked at a rapid pace ; and, between quick mo- 
tion and amazement, I was too much out of breath to 
utter a word, till we had passed the old gothic castle at 
the end of the town, and crossed the long bridge that 
spans its wide and winding river. I then rained ques- 
tions on my dear old friend, who chuckled and nodded, 
and vented two or three half laughs, but vouchsafed no- 
thing tending to a reply. At length, we came to a spot 
where the road turned suddenly to the left, (the way to 
the farm), whilst, right before us, rose a knoll, on which 
stood the church, a lai^e, heavy, massive building, al- 
most a cathedral, finely relieved by the range of woody 
hills which shut in the landscape. A turning gate, with 
a tall straight cypress on either side, led into the church- 
yard ; and through this gate Mr. Evelyn passed. The 
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church-door was a little a-jar, and, through the crevice, 
was seen peeping the long red nose of the old clerk, a 
Bardolphiaa personage, to whom my godfather, who 
loved to oblige people in their own way, sometimes did 
the questionable service of clearing off his score at the 
Greyhound ; his red nose and a skirt of his shabby black 
coat peeped through the porch ; whilst, behind one of 
the buttresses, glimmered, for an instant, the white dra^ 
pery of a female figure, I did not need these indica* 
tions to convince me that a wedding was the object in 
view ; that had been certain from the first cashiering of 
my blue ribbons ; but I was still at a loss, as to the par- 
ties ; and felt quite relieved by Mr. Evelyn's question, 
'* Pray, my desu:, were you ever a bride's-maid ?" — since, 
in the extremity of my perplexity, I had had something 
like an apprehension that an unknown beau might ap- 
pear at the call of this mighty manager, and I be des- 
tined to play the part of bride myself. Comforted to 
find that I was only to enact the confidante, I had now 
leisure to be exceedingly curious as to my prima donna. 
My curiosity was speedily gratified. 

On entering the church we had found only a neigh- 
bouring clergyman, not Mr. Morris, at the altar ; and, 
looking round at the opening of another door, I per- 
ceived the worthy Curate in a jetty clerical suit, brist- 
ling with newness, leading Miss Reid be-flounced and 
be-scarfed and be^veiled and be-plumed, and all in a 
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flutter of bridal finery, in great state, up the aigle. Mr. 
Evelyn advanced to meet them, took the lady's fair 
hand from Mr. Morris, and led her along with all the 
grace of an old courtier ; I fell into the procession at the 
proper place ; the amiable pair were duly married, and 
I thought my office over. I was never more mistaken 
in my Iife# 

In the midst of the customaify con^'tijaiofr of kissing 
and wishing joy, and writing and signing registers and 
certificates, which form so important and disagreeable 
a part of that disagreeable and important ceremony, Mr. 
Evelyn had vanished ; and just as the bride was enquir- 
»ng for him, with the intention of leaving the church, he 
reappeared, through the very same side^oor which had 
admitted the first happy couple, leadmg Lucy Hervey, 
and followed by Edward Morris. The father evidently 
expected them ; the new step-mother as evidently did 
not. Never did a thief, taken in the manner, seem more 
astonished than that sage gouvemante! Lucy on her part, 
blushed and hung back, and looked shyer and prettier 
than ever ; the old clerk grinned } the clergyman, who had 
shewn some symptoms of astonishment at the first wed- 
ding, now smiled to Mr. Evelyn^ as if this accounted, and 
made amends for it ; whilst the dear godpapa himself 
chuckled and nodded and rubbed his hands, and chucked 
both bride and bride's-maid under the chin, and seemed 
ready to cut capers for joy. Again the book was 
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opened at the page of destiny i again I held the milk- 
white glove ; and after nine years of unsuccessful ma- 
DOBUvring, my cousin Lucy was maiTied. It was, un- 
doubtedly, the most triumphant event of the good old 
man's life ; and I don't believe that either couple ever 
saw cause to regret the dexterity in the art of match- 
making which produced their double union. They 
have been as happy as people usually are in this work-a- 
day world, especially the young mathematician and his 
pretty wife ; and their wedding-day is still remembered 
in W.; for besides his munificence to singer, ringer, 
sexton and clerk, Mr. Evelyn roasted two sheep on the 
occasion, gave away ten bride cakes, and made tilie 
whole town tipsy. 
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The wither continuing fine and dry, I did not fail to 
revisit my gipsy encampment, which became more pic- 
turesque every day in the bright sun-gleams and length- 
ening shadows of a most brilliant autumn. A slight 
frost had strewed the green lane with the light yellow 
leaves of the elm — those leaves on whose yielding crisp- 
ness it is so pleasant to tread, and which it is so much 
pleasanter to watch whirling along, " thin dancers 
upon air," in the fresh October breeze ; whilst the red- 
dened beech, and spotted sycamore, and the rich oaks 
dropping with acorns, their foliage just edging into its 
deep orange brown, added all the magic of colour to the 
original beauty of the scenery. It was undoubtedly the 
prettiest walk in the neighbourhood, and the one which 
I frequented the most. 

Ever since the adventure of May, the old fortune- 
teller and I understopjd each other perfectly. She 
knew that I was no client, no patient, no customer 
(which is the fittest name for a goosecap who goes to a 
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gipsy to ask what is to befall her?) : but she also knew 
that I was no enemy either to her m her profession ; for, 
after all, if people choose to amiuse themselves by being 
simpletons, it is no part of their neighbonrs* business to 
hmder them. . I^ on my side, liked the old gipsy exceed- 
ingly ; I liked both her humour and her good-hutnour, 
and had a real respect for her cleverness. We always 
hiterchanged a smile and a nod, meet where we might* 
May, too, had become accustomed to the whole party. 
The gift of a bone^ from the cauldron — ^a bare bone— 
your well-fed dog likes nothing so well as such a wind- 
fall, and if stolen the relish is higher — a bare bone 
brought about that reconciliation. I am sorry to accuse 
May of accepting a bribe> but such was the fact. She 
now looked at the fortune-teller with great complacency, 
would let the boys stiN^ke her long neck, and in her 
turn would condescend to frolic with their shabby curs, 
who, trained to a cat-like caution and mistrust of their 
superiors, were as much alarmed at her advances as if a 
lioness had offered hei^lf as their play-fellow. There 
was no escaping her civility, however, so they submitted 
to their fate, and really seemed astonished to find them^ 
selves alive when the gambol was over. One of them; 
who, from a tail turned over his back like a squitrel, 
and an amazingly snub nose, had certainly some mix-" 
ture of the pug in his composition, took a great fancy to 
her when his fright was past : which she repaid by the 
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sort of scornful kindness^ the despotic protection pra^ 
per to her as a beauty, and a favourite, and a high- 
blooded greyhound — always a most proud and stately 
creature. The poor little mongrel used regularly to 
come jumping to meet her, BJtti she as regularly turned 
him over and over and over, and round and round and 
lound, like a tetotum. He liked it, apparently, for he 
never failed to come and court the tossing whenever she 
went near him* . 

The person most interesting to me of the whole party 
was the young girl. She was remarkably pretty, and 
of the peculiar prettiness which is so frequently found 
amongst that singular people. Her face resembled 
those which Sir Joshua has often painted — ^rosy, round, 
and bright, set in such a profusion of dark curl8> lighted 
by such eyes, and such a snule I and she smiled when- 
ever you looked at her— she could not help it. Her 
figure was light and small, of low stature, and with an 
air of great youthfulness. In her dress she was, for a 
gipsy, surprisingly tidy. For the most part, that 
ambulatory race have a preference for rags, as forming 
their most appropriate wardrobe, being a part of their 
tools of trade, their insignia of ofi&ce. I do not imagine 
that Harriet's friend, the fortune-teller, would have 
•exchanged her stained tattered cloak for the thickest 
and brightest red cardinal that ever came out of a 
woollen-draper's shop. And she would have been a 
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loser if she had. Take away that mysterious mantle, 
and a great part of her reputation would go too. There 
is much virtue in an old cloak. I question if the sim- 
plest of her clients, even Harriet herself, would have 
consulted her in a new one. But the young girl was 
tidy ; not only accurately clean, and with clothes neatly 
and nicely adjusted to her trim little form, but with the 
rents darned, and the holes patched, in a way that 
I should be glad to see equalled by our own villagers. 

Her manners were quite as ungipsy-like as her ap- 
parel, and so was her conversation ; for I could not 
help talking to her, and was much pleased with her 
frankness and innocence, and the directness and sim- 
plicity of her answers. She was not the least shy ; on 
the contrary, there was a straight-forward look, a fixing 
of her sweet eyes full of pleasure and reliance right upon 
you, which, in the description, might se^n almost too 
assured, but which, in reality, no more resembled vulgar 
assurance than did the kindred artlessness of Shaks- 
peare's Miranda. It seems strange to liken a gipsy gkl 
to that loveliest creation of genius ; but I never saw 
that innocent gaze without being sure that just with 
such a look of pleased attention, of afiectionate curiosity, 
did the island jmncess listen to Ferdinand. 

All that she knew of her little story she told without 
scruple, in a young liquid voice, and with a little curtsy 
between every answer, that became her extremely* 
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" Her name," she said, " was Fanny. She had no 
father or mother ; they Wfire dead ; and she and her 
brothers lived with her grandmother. They lived 
always out of doors, sometimes in one place— -sometimes 
in another; but she should like always to live under 
that oakntree, it was so pleasant. Her grandmother 
was very good to :them all, only rather particular. She 
loved her very much ; and she loved Didk (her eldest 
brother), though he was a sad unlucky boy, to be sure. 
She was afraid he would come to some bad end" — 

And, indeed, Dick at that moment seemed in immi- 
nent danger of verifying his sister's prediction. He had 
been trying for a gleaning of nuts amongst the tall 
hazels on the top of a bank, which, flanked by a deep 
ditch, separated the x;oppice from the green. We had 
heard him for the last five minutes smashing and crash- 
ing away at a prodigious rate, swinging himself from 
stalk to stalk, and tagging and climbing like a sailor or 
a monkey; and now, at the very instant of Fanny's 
uttering this prophecy, having missed a particularly ven- 
turesome grasp, he was impelled forward by the rebound 
of the branches, and fell into the ditch with a tre- 
mendous report, bringing half the nuttery after him, and 
giving us all a notion that he had broken his neck. 
His time, however, was not yet come ; he was on his 
feet again in half a minute, and in another half minute 
we again heard him rustling amongst the hazel boughs.; 
13 
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and Fanny and I went on with our tflUc, which the 
fright and scolding, consequent on this accident, had 
inteiTupted. My readers are of course aware, that when 
any one meets with a fall, the approved medicament 
of the most affectionate relatives is a good dose of 
scolding. 

<* She liked Dick,*' she continued, " in spite of his 
unluckiness — ^he was so quick and good-humoured ; hut 
the person she loved most was her youngest brother, 
Willy. Willy was the best boy in the world, he would 
do any thing she told him ** (indeed the poor child was in 
the very act of picking up acorns, under her inspection, 
to sell, as I afterwards found, in the village,) "and never 
got into mischief, or told a lie in his Ufe ; she had had 
the care of him ever since he was bom, and she wished 
she could get him a place." By this time the little boy 
had crept towards us, and still collecting the acorns in 
his small brown hands, had turned up his keen intelligent 
face, and was listening with great interest to our conver* 
sation. " A place !" said I, much surprised. " Yes," 
replied she firmly, " a place. Twould be a fine thing 
for my poor Willy to have a house over him in the cold 
winter nights." And with a grave tenderness^ that 
might have beseemed a young mother, she stooped her 
head over the boy and kissed him. '* But you sleep out 
of doors in the cold winter nights, Fanny ?" — « Me! 
oh, I don't mind it, and sometimes we creep into a bam'. 
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But poor W3ly ! if I could but get Willy a place, my 
lady!" 

This " my lady," the first gipsy word that Fanny 
had uttered, lost all that it would have hadof unpleasing 
in the generosity and afiectionateness of the motive. I 
could not help promising to recommend her Willy, al- 
though I could not hold out any very strong hopes of 
success, and we parted, Fanny following me,, with thanks 
upon thanks, almost to t^e end of the lane. 

Two days after I again saw my pretty gipsy ; she was 
standing by the side of our gate, too modest even to en- 
ter the court, waiting for my coming ooi to speak to me. 
I brought her into the hall, and was almost equally de- 
lighted to see her, fmd to hear her news; for although 
I had most faithfully performed my promise, by men- 
tioning master Willy to every body likely to want a 
servant of his qualifications, I had seen enough in the 
course of my canvass to convince me that a gipsy boy of 
eight years old would be a difficult protege to provide 
for, 

Fanny*s errand relieved my perplexity. She cuneto 
tell me that Willy had gotten a place-—'* That Thomas 
Lamb, my lord's head gamekeeper, had hired him to tend 
his horse and his cow, and serve the pigs, and feed the 
dogs, and dig the garden, and clean the shoes and 
knives, and run errands — in short, to be man of all work. 
Willy was gone that very morniag. He had cried tp 
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part with her, and she had almost cried herself, she 
should miss him so : he was like her own child. But 
then it was such a great place; and Thomas Lamb 
seemed such a kind master — talked of new clothing 
him, and meant him to wear shoes and stockings, and 
was very kind indeed. But poor Willy had cried sadly 
at leaving her,"— and the sweet matronly elder sister 
fairly cried too. 

I comforted her all 1 could, first by praises of Thomas 
Lamb, who happened to be of my acquaintance, and was 
. indeed the very master whom, had I had the choice, I 
would have selected for Willy ; and secondly, by the 
gift of some unconsidered trifles, which one should have 
been ashamed to offer to any one who had ever had a 
house over her head, but which the pretty gipsy girl 
received with transport, especially some working mate- 
rials of the commonest sort. Poor Fanny had never 
known the luxury of a thimble before ; it was as new to 
her finger as shoes and stockings were likely to be to 
Willy's feet. She forgot her sorrows, and tripped home 
to her oak-tree the happiest of the happy. 

Thomas Lamb, Willy's new master, was, as I have 
said, of my acquaintance. He was a remarkably fine 
young man, and as well-mannered as those of his calling 
usually are. Generally speaking, there are no persons, 
excepting real gentlemen, so gentlemanly as game-keep- 
ers. They keep good company. The beautiful and 
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graceful creatures whom they at once preserve and pur* 
Aue, and the equally noble and generous animals whom 
they train, are their principal associates ; and even by 
their masters they are regarded rather as companions 
than as servants. They attend them in their sports 
more as guides and leaders than as followers, pursuing 
a common recreation with equal enjoyment, and often 
with superior skill. Gamekeepers are almost always 
wen bdiaved, and Thomas Lamb was eminently so. 
He had quite the look of a man of fashion ; %he person, 
the carriage, the air. His figure was tall and striking ; 
his features delicately carved, with a paleness of com* 
plexion, and a slight appearance of ill-health that added 
to their elegance. In short, be was exactly what the' 
ladies would have called interesting In a gentleman ; 
and the gentleness of his voice and manneri and the 
tfNSBtast propriety of his deportment, tended to confirm 
Che impression. 

Luckily for him, however, this delicacy and refinement 
lay chiefly on the surface. His constitution, habits, 
and temper, were much better fitted to his situation, 
much hardier and heartier than they appeared to be. 
He was still a bachelor, and lived by himself in a cot* 
tage, almost as lonely as if it had beengplaced in a desert 
island. It stood in the centre of his preserves, in the 
midst of a wilderness of coppice and woodland, acces- 
sible only by a narrow winding path, and at least a mile 
16 
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from the nearest habitation. When you had threaded 
the labyrinth, and were fairly arrived in Thomas's do- 
minion, it was a pretty territory. A low thatched cot- 
tage, very irregularly built, with a poreh before the door, 
and a vine half-covering the casements; a garden a 
good deid neglected, (Thomas Lamb's four-footed sub- 
jects, the hares, took cstfe to eaC up all his flowers : hares 
are animals of taste, and are particularly fond of pinks 
and carnations, the rogues !) an orchard and a meadow, 
completed the demesne. There was, also, a commodious 
ddg-kennel, and a stable, of which the outside was 
completely covered with the trophies of Thomas's in- 
dustry — ^kites, jackdaws, magpies, hawks, crows, and 
owls, nailed by the wings, displayed, as. they say in 
heraldry, against the wall, with polecats, weazels, stoats, 
and hedgehogs figuring at their side, a perfect menagerie 
of dead game-killers *. 

But the prettiest part of this woodland cottage was 
the real living game that flitted about it, as tame as 
barn-door fowls; partridges flocking to be fed, as if 

* Foxes, the destruction of which is so great an object in a phea- 
sant preserve, never are displayed, especially if there be a pack of 
h6imds in the neighbourhood.- That odious part of a gamekeeper's 
occupation is as quietly and unostentatiously performed as any 
operation of gunnery can be. Lords of manors will even affect to 
preserve foxes — Heaven forgive them !— just as an unpopular ministry 
is sure to talk of protecting the liberty of the subject. 
x2 
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there were not a dog, or a gun, or a man in the world ; 
pheasants, glorious creatures ! coming at a call ; hares, 
almost as fearless as Cowper's, that would stand and let 
you look at them ; would let you approach quite near, 
before they raised one quivering ear and darted off; and 
that even then, when the instinct of timidity was 
aroused, would turn at a safe distance to look again. 
Poor, pretty things!' What a pity it seemed to kill them 1 
Such was to be Willy's future habitation. The day 
after he entered upon his place, I had an opportunity of 
offering my double congratulations, to the master on his 
new servant, to the servant on his new master. Whilst 
taking my usual walk, I found Thomas Lamb, Dick, 
Willy, and Fanny, about half-way up the lane, engaged 
in the animating sport of unearthing aweazel, which one 
of the gipsy dogs had followed into a hole by the ditch* 
side. The boys shewed great sportmanship on this oc- 
'casion; and so did their poor curs, who, with their 
whole bodies inserted into different branches of the bur^ 
row, and nothing visible but their tails (the one, the 
long puggish brush of which I have already made men- 
tion, the other a terrier-like stump, that maintained an 
incessant wag), continued to dig and scratch, throwing 
out showers of earth, and whining with impatience and 
eagerness. Ev^ry now and then, when quite gasping 
and exhausted, they came out for a moment's air ; whilst 
the^boys took their turn, pokmg with a long stick, or 
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loosening the ground with their hands, and Thomas 
stood by, superintending and encouraging both dog and 
boy, and occasionally cutting a root or a brambler that 
impeded their progress. Fanny, also, entered into the 
pursuit with great interest, dropping here and there a 
word of advice, as nobody can help doing when they see 
others in perplexity. In spite (^ all these aids, the min-^ 
ing operation proceeded so slowly, that the experienced 
keeper sent off his new attendant for a spade to dig out 
the vermin, and I pursued my walk. 

After this encounter, it so happened that I never went 
near the gipsy tent without meeting Thomas Lamb— 
sometimes on foot, sometimes on his [pony ; now with a 
gun, and now without ; but always loitering near the 
oak-tree, and always, as it seemed, reluctant to be seen. 
It was very unlike Thomas's usual manner to seem 
ashamed of being caught in any plape. Or in any com« 
pany : but so it was. Did he go to the ancient sybil 
to get his fortune told ? or was Fanny the attraction ? 
A very short time solved the query. 

One night, towards the end of the month, the keeper 
presented himself at our house on justice business. He 
wanted a summons for. some poachers who had been 
committing depredations in the preserve. Thomas was 
& great favourite : and was, of course, immediately ad- 
mitted, his exapaination taken^ and his request complied 
with. " But how,** said the magistrate, looking up from 
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the sammons which he was signing, '* how can you er- 
pecC, Th(Mnas, to keep your pheasants, when that gipsy 
boy with his finders has pitched his tent jnst in the 
■ddit of jonr best coppices, killing more game than 
half the poachers in the country?" — *^ Why, as to the 
gipsy, MT," replied Thomas, " Fanny is as good a girl—" 
^* I was not talking of Fanny,'' interrupted the man of 
warrants, smiling, — ** as good a girl^'' pursued Thomas 
— " A very pretty girl !" ejaculated his worship, — " as 
good a ^1," resumed Thomas, «* as ever trod the earth !'* 
_" A sweet pretty creature, certainly,'' was agam the 
provoking reply. ^* Ah, sir, if you could but hear how 
her little brother talks of her!"—" Why, Thomas, this 
gipsy has made an impression/' — ** Ah, sir ! she is such 
a good girl !" — and the next day they were married. 

It was a measure to set every tongue in the village a 
wagging ; for Thomas, besides his personal good gifts, 
was well to do in the world — ^my lord's head keeper, ani 
prime favourite. He might have pretended to any 
farmer's daughter in the parish : every body cried out 
against the match. It was rather a bold measure, cer- 
tainly ; but I think it will end well. They are beyond 
a doubt, the handsomest couple in these parts; and as 
the fortune-teller and her eldest grandson have had the 
good sense to decamp, and Fanny, bcades being the 
most grateful and affectionate creature on earth, turns 
out clever and docile, and comports herself just as if she 
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had lived in a boose all her days : there are some hopes 
that in process of time her sm of gipsyism may be for- 
given, and Mrs. Lamb be considered as visitable, at 
least by her next neighbours, the wives of the shoe- 
maker and the parish clerk. At present, I am sorry to 
say, that those worthy persons have sent both Thomas 
and her to Coventry — ^a misfortune which they endure 
with singular resignation. 



And now, since farewell must be said, I do not know 
that I can find a fitter moment. We are all as happy 
as people in a last page ought to be ; — ^the lovers in an 
union of affection, the rest of the village in the news and 
the wonderment. Farewell, then, courteous Reader! 

" To all to each a fair good night 
And pleasant dreams and sluitabers light !*' 



THE END. 



Printed by R. Gilbert, St. John's Square, London. 
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